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The Greenleaf Review is edited and published
by Whittier College students to reflect the wide
variety of voices and experiences comprising
our dynamic community.
We hope this unwavering representation of
our generation can help guide us through
the challenging times and contribute to the
experiences of openness, inclusion, leadership,
and community that is Whittier at its best.
Welcome to The Greenleaf Review!

Letter on behalf of
Sigma Tau Delta
It has been a trying period for everyone. With the ongoing
pandemic and recent world events, it has become a
challenge to cope. What you hold in your hands is a testament
to our generation and the students of Whittier College. In The
Greenleaf Review, you will see their trials and successes, hopes
and fears, and ideas for a better furture. Though raised with
the Internet, you will find that these students are more than
duck faces and Instagram filters. This is a generation that has
seen a lot of trauma and turmoil and has something to say
about it. As such, we are proud to present The Gen Z Survival
Guide.
I would like to give a special thanks and acknowledgement to
English 313 for making the 35th issue of The Greenleaf Review
into a touchstone of the Gen Z experience. I would also like to
extend thanks to the Media Leadership Council for providing
the funding to produce this issue. Also, a special thanks to our
secretary, Angélica Escobar, for all her work as co-managing
editor. This has been a labor of love and we hope you enjoy
this piece of art that has been carefully crafted into The Gen Z
Survival Guide.
— Carolyne Sparks, Sigma Tau Delta Co-President

Letter from the Editors
Dear reader,
We would like to thank everyone who made it possible for us
to continue to evolve The Greenleaf Review in its 35th edition.
We would also like to take time to acknowledge the hard work
of our staff, the Media Leadership Council, and Sigma Tau
Delta. Our staff has worked hours on end to select and edit the
submissions to create this journal. It is time now to share with
the public the great talent of Whittier College’s students.
None of this would be possible without the dedication of our
contributors. In a year of change and challenge, the hard
work and creativity of the Whittier College student body has
been constant. The people who make up Generation Z have
encountered various challenges in their lives, but continue to
push forward to create a better society. Thank you, all of you,
for allowing us to display your many unique, talented and
brave voices.
A special thanks to Professor Joe Donnelly, whose knowledge
of journalism and publishing has assisted in guiding this journal
along the way. From him, we have all learned just how much
time, energy, and effort it takes to create a literary work of art.
We hope you enjoy our work as you read about surviving, with
Gen Z.
— River Danner, Executive Editor / Kim Tsuyuki and Ariana
Juarez, Deputy Editors
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SHED LIGHT
by Keidan Chavez
13

Even Now,

After Everything
by Kim Tsuyuki
I pick up the little green watering can
that I remember from my youth and
gently fill it. You trampled over my
field, but the thing about flowers is
that they always grow back. Their
resilience knows no bounds and after
contemplating on the seed of hesitancy
you planted, I decided to try again because
self-sabotage is only good until its last
breath.
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BREATHE
by Sage Amdahl
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Bus Stop
by Liz Magana

Photo by Keidan Chavez
Oliver biked down the empty street,
burdened by a drowsiness so heavy
that he should have fallen asleep right
then and there. The only thing keeping
him awake was the cold air in his face
and the hope to make it back home for
a deep sleep. With every streetlamp he
passed, spilling their yellow light, he was
closer and closer to his destination.
Work had been rough today. While
working at a warehouse had some
of its perks, like not interacting with
customers, there was more inventory to
take care of than usual. Moving boxes
was starting to take its toll on Oliver. His
back pain was acting up more than
usual and his arms felt like lead, which
didn’t seem fair to him. He was still
young! He should be doing things that
young people did!
Whatever that was supposed to mean.
Oliver didn’t know.
To make matters worse, his boss was
constantly looking over his shoulder
and critiquing everything that he did.
“Pick up the pace!” his boss would say
as Oliver slowed down, or “Can’t you
do anything right?” as he mixed up the
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orders once again. There were several
times that Oliver wanted to scream at
his boss for having him do all this work,
but he didn’t. He needed the money,
hence the longer than usual shifts. It
didn’t seem fair to him, but what was
fair these days?
After twenty minutes of biking, he was
nearing the community college. The
cluster of white buildings slowly came
closer, with newly planted trees lining
the sidewalk. Large posters proclaiming
their programs were plastered on the
fences surrounding the buildings, and
the streetlamps changed from an
orange yellow to a bright, white light.
He was almost home.
With his legs feeling sore from pedaling,
Oliver finally felt himself relax after his
shitty day. It might as well have never
happened. Everything was going to
be fine. He felt his eyelids grow heavy
at the thought of sinking into bed and
being under the covers, letting the
softness lull him to –

“HEY!”

The shout snapped Oliver out of his
thoughts and looked ahead at where
its source came from. He could see
the end of the block, where a bench,
a trash can, and a sign indicated that
it was a bus stop. A woman about his
age was struggling with a hooded
figure. His hands were around her blue
backpack as he desperately tried to
take it. They were yelling at each other,
their voices ringing across the silent
street.

figure turned toward the noise and
scowled at him, gripping a knife in his
hand.

“I know you have money in here!”

“That’s none of your business.” The
figure stepped closer, pointing the knife
at him. “And if you leave right now, it’ll
keep being none of your business.”

“And? Leave me the hell
alone!”
Oliver tensed up as he neared the bus
stop. This didn’t look good.
Their voices got louder as he got closer,
and he braced for the guilt when he
would have to pass her without helping.
He had to sleep, after all. He didn’t
have the time to tackle two problems
at a time. But then the woman yanked
her backpack towards her with great
force, nearly falling over herself. “Get
out of here!” she screamed.
“Thank God,” Oliver said as he let out a
sigh of relief.
At this point, Oliver neared the corner
for the turn. He was almost home, and
there would be no guilt when he went
to sleep. Plus, what would he have
done, anyway? But as he reached the
bench, the hooded figure reached into
his pocket, and there was a gleam of
something –
The bike came to a screeching halt
as Oliver jumped off, his legs wobbling
as they hit the concrete. The hooded

“And who the hell are you? What do
you want?” he spat.
“Who the hell are you?” Oliver shot
back, ignoring the shaking in his
legs. He glanced over at the woman
gripping her backpack, looking at him
as if to say, What the fuck? Not that he
had any answers, anyway.

Oliver raised his fists. “Yeah, I don’t think
that’s gonna happen.”
He was in disbelief. Where was this
coming from? He was supposed to be
heading home! He was supposed to be
sleeping!
The figure scoffed at the gesture. “I
didn’t think you’d be this stupid.” He
lunged forward with the knife, and
Oliver braced himself for the fight that
he knew he’d lose. But the fight never
came, as the figure’s approach was
cut short by a backpack smacking him
to the side.
The woman was holding her backpack
over her shoulder, ready to strike again.
Her eyes were determined and angry
as she stared at the figure, who was
on the floor searching for his knife
while struggling to get up. Oliver saw
it gleaming a few inches from him and
quickly picked it up, pointing it at the
figure as if he knew how to use it.
“Don’t make me say it again,” the
woman said, her voice low and
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dangerous. “Get the hell out of here.”
The figure looked at Oliver and then
at the woman. He glared at both of
them, but stood up and quickly walked
away, uninterested in getting smacked
again by a backpack. As he walked
away, the woman let out a deep sigh
and slumped down on the bench,
hugging her backpack close to her.
Oliver, still shocked at the events that
just happened, looked at the knife in
his hands and tossed it in the trash can
without thinking twice. The woman
stared at him in confusion.
“What was that for?” she asked.
“I...panicked,” Oliver said, unable to
find an explanation. He looked at the
backpack on her lap. “You looked like
you could handle your own, with the
way you swung your bag.”
The woman scoffed. “Yeah, well I’d
rather not have to do that again,
y’know?”
“That’s fair.”
Oliver took a better look at the woman
on the bench. She wore a sweater with
sleeves that have seen better days
and a faded logo of a show he didn’t
recognize. Her long hair was in a mess,
probably from the struggle, and she
slumped on the bench as if she were
carrying something else on her back.
The woman glanced at him, and he
quickly looked down at his feet, unsure
what to do next. Should he head home
now? Wait for a thank you? Not that he
had really done anything – all he did
was distract the mugger as she did all
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the work. He didn’t talk to many people
these days, much less save a complete
stranger. But he knew he should be
heading home – he was so close to
home, so close to sleep.
“So....” She finally said after an
awkward silence, “What brings you out
here so late?”
Oliver looked at the woman. Was she
making small talk?
“I could ask you the same thing,.” he
answered.
She raised an eyebrow. “Well, I asked
first.”

“I asked second.”
The woman was taken aback, but
a small smile formed. “Night school.
Normally I’d be home by now, but
classes were longer than usual. Then
that weirdo came around and...” She
gestured behind her. “You know what
happened. Now I gotta wait for this bus
or else I’m not making it home.”
Oliver checked the time on his phone
and looked at the sign. “Are you sure
the bus is still running? It’s 12:20, isn’t it
kind of late?”
“Wait, really?” The woman sat up from
the bench and dug her phone out of
her pocket, typing furiously. After a few
minutes, she groaned. “The last bus
passed by an hour ago.”
“You could call an Uber,” Oliver
suggested. “If you don’t want to pay, I
can get it for you.”
The woman shot him a look that made

his blood freeze. “After what just
happened? I don’t think so.”
He couldn’t argue with that.
“Can you call anyone?”

“No, they’re all asleep.”
“Maybe call them anyway? Wouldn’t
hurt to try.”
The woman sighed, but nodded.
“Yeah, alright.”
As she walked around making phone
calls, Oliver continued to awkwardly
stand near the bench. He had no clue
as to why he was trying so hard to
make sure this woman made it back
home safe, but it felt like the right thing
to do. On the other hand, he was
extremely tired, and it was unlikely that
he would see this woman again. Why
was he trying so hard?
After ten minutes, the woman put her
phone away and groaned. “No one’s
picking up the phone...”
Oliver checked the time again. 12:33
AM. He should definitely be in bed
by now, and home was so close. He
walked over to where his bike laid on
the ground and picked it up to head
out. As the woman went to sit back on
the bench, her eyes widened.
“What if you took me home?”
Oliver froze. “What?”
“I mean, you have a bike, so maybe...
but then again I live on the other side of
town...” she fidgeted with her sleeves,

looking at him with pleading eyes. For a
second he felt pity, but then he felt his
body become heavier, begging him to
get some rest. His day had been long
enough. He hopped onto his bike.
“I’m sorry, but I really have to head
home.”
The woman nodded. “It’s fine. Thanks
anyway.”
Oliver made a right turn from the
bus stop and pedaled towards his
home. But as he did, a pit formed in
his stomach. What if something did
happen? Would it be his fault?
He shook his head, brushing off these
thoughts. He had his own problems
to deal with, and it looked like that
woman could handle hers as well. What
was there to worry about? It should be
fine, just like she said.
But the closer he got to his destination,
the bigger the pit in his stomach
became. It didn’t seem fair that the
woman had to be mugged as she was
heading home. He knew that life was
just like that these days, but did it have
to always be that way?
Oliver stopped his bike. He could
already see his house, the tall roof
towering above the rest staring back
at him, expecting him to come home
already. Instead, he took a heavy sigh
before turning his bike around, and
furiously pedaled towards the bus stop.
The woman, still sitting on the bench,
looked up in shock to see him again.
“Hop on,” Oliver said, motioning
towards his bike.
She stood up. “Are you sure?”
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“Yeah, before I change my mind.”

“Do I have to answer?”

The woman looked at him and then
the bike. She put on her backpack and
gingerly hopped onto the back of the
bike, holding onto Oliver for support.

“Hey, I told you my business, so you tell
me yours! It’s only fair.”

“The name’s Kat by the way,” she said.
“If you were wondering.”
“Oliver,” he replied. It felt weird to
introduce himself when it wasn’t workrelated. He started to pedal and made
a left turn towards the other side of
town, far from his home. “Uh, can you
tell me where to drop you off? I have a
vague idea but-”
“Oh, just go straight and I’ll tell you
when to make a right.”
The pedaling was slower because of
the extra person. Oliver went past the
yellow lights that cast long shadows
on the pavement, past dark looming
trees, and past the beat-up houses that
lined the street, which were sure to be
occupied by sleeping residents.
There were no cars where they should
be, and the only noises were the
whistling of the wind and the gears on
his bike turning as he pedaled. He felt a
tapping on his shoulder.
“Hey, you never answered my question
from earlier,” Kat said.
“Your question?”
“Yeah, the one back at the bus stop.”
He felt her shift her weight from one side
to another.
“What were you doing out this late?”
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She had a point. “I was just coming
back from work. It was a long shift.”
Kat hummed in understanding.
“Working where?”
He frowned at this. “Wait, why do I
have to tell you that?”
“I guess you don’t, I’m just curious.”
Oliver thought about it. He could just let
everything off his chest, but doing that
to a complete stranger seemed cruel.
“I work at a warehouse, so I mostly deal
with boxes,” he said.

Or at least, that’s what
he wanted to say. What
he said instead was,
“Boxes.”
Kat laughed, the sound ringing through
the empty street clear as day. “Boxes?
Wow, I guess it really is late for you,
huh?”
“I mean, there are boxes involved.”
“Only boxes?”
“There’s people too, but definitely more
boxes.”
Kat laughed again, and Oliver laughed
along with her. He made a mental note
to make her laugh more often. It was a
pleasant feeling for him.

The trees soon disappeared, and the

houses were replaced with closed
businesses, their insides dark while
their signs still glow. The tables outside
the cafés were empty, the umbrellas
closed. Oliver slowed to a stop at an
intersection as the light turned red.

yellowing. The once-yellow paint was
now fading after years of being under
the sun. Oliver slowed the bike to a stop
and Kat hopped off, her legs wobbling
as they hit the ground.

“Go for it.”

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, turning
towards him. “Make sure you get some
sleep when you get home.”
Oliver laughed. “That’s the plan.”

“Why did you help me out back there?”

“Text me when you get there, yeah?”

The question hit him
harder than it should
have.

“...What?”

“I got another question,” Kat said.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “Honestly,
I wanted to pass by because I was so
tired.”
A lone car drove through the
intersection, the sound echoing through
the street as it disappeared around
the corner. The light turned green, but
Oliver remained at the intersection. He
turned back to look at Kat.
“Did I actually help? You did beat the
shit out of him with your bag.”
Kat laughed once again. “I did, didn’t
I?” She sighed before she said, “I
wouldn’t have done that if you didn’t
show up, though.”

Kat’s eyes widened as if she realized
what she said. “Oh! Right, sorry, I totally
forgot to ask for your number. Is that
cool?”
It hadn’t occurred to Oliver that he
could see Kat again, but now that
she was mentioning it, he was thrilled
knowing he’d get the chance to see
her again. He smiled. “Yeah, that’s
cool.”
After they exchanged numbers, Kat
went towards the building, waving at
Oliver before heading inside. He made
sure she was in the building before
turning his bike around to head home
for real. He biked down the empty
street with a lightness that wasn’t there
before.

Oliver let that sink in. Maybe this really
was the right thing to do. He started
to pedal once again, and the two
of them enjoyed the ride in silence.
Eventually, Kat told Oliver about the
turn and they approached a run-down
apartment complex. A black fence
surrounded the front and the grass was
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Again
by Louis Ascencio
It might come as a surprise to see the amount of time
he’s spent holding it in.
You can’t imagine being able to keep it contained for this long.
It seems everlasting.
The number of times he spends in his car or in his room, to himself,
thinking.
The countless thoughts and emotions that run across his mind.
He’s confused, lost, ready to give up.
When it’s time to go out he wipes all these emotions away.
Before you know it he’s ready to go.
It’s as if he’s perfectly fine.
All it takes to convince them is a simple smile.
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CHAOS TOGETHER
by Sophie Fundim
23

QUIET SHADOW
by Keidan Chavez
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i took a melatonin pill
for the First Time
by Kim Tsuyuki
I had to Google “birth control interactions with melatonin”
I scrolled through the first three pages
because I heard somewhere that they cancel each other out.
After scrolling, I can safely say
that I have no fucking clue if that was actually true.
I just need something to help me quiet the silence.
It’s gotten so bad that the silence buzzes in my ears,
it fills my head like a hive.
I feel alone in my own body and it’s suffocating
and I just wanna go to bed
and wake up tomorrow
and feel better without worrying about the consequences
and god damn it I’m staring at the ceiling with blurry vision
because I’m afraid to fuck everything up
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Origin Story
by Meylina Tran

I love telling people that I was almost a bastard baby. But most of
all, I love telling them that at nineteen years old, my parents met
at a bowling alley. My dad, a wannabe gangster, a delinquent,
a guy who wouldn’t have made it anywhere if not for the sudden
and sobering appearance of a new family. My dad had been
introduced to my mom —the polar opposite of my dad, if you can
imagine it—by her cousin. And as the legend goes, it was a love
at first sight type of situation. In fact, it was entirely love at first sight.
They conceived at twenty, got married at twenty-one, and gave
birth to me a mere two and a half months later.
Like I said, almost a bastard baby.
My mom likes to jokingly gripe about how I had been
dramatic from the start. Wiggling around until I was upside down in
her stomach, wiggling around until I had, somehow—she’s still not
sure how—gotten rid of all the fluid in her womb.
All of it, gone, three weeks early. I had to be ripped out of
her because there was no more fucking fluid—and because I was
upside down but whatever—and I came out screeching, a red
faced creature with a full head of hair that never went away. The
whole family was there to see me at the moment of birth, waiting
excitedly to see the first daughter of the youngest son, the first
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daughter of the youngest daughter. First grandchild, first niece,
and to think, I was almost a bastard baby. We have Catholicism to
thank for that.
But I was born, and I was named, and my naming was easy:
Meylina, because my mom liked the Greek name Melina, but
wanted it to be pronounced may-lee-nuh, so she fucked around
with it and gave me a name that is just as foreign as hers.

HOUSES
by Hailey Garcia
27

SCARS
by River Danner
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How to Make a Hailey
by Hailey Garcia

1 cup of the most beautiful woman
consumed by her insecurities
1 cup of an immigrant man who drinks to
numb the pain of the past
2 parents robbed of their innocence as
children
2 hot pink hearing aids
1 childhood of religious trauma
3 baptisms
1 quarter
1 year of bullying for not being able to
pronounce “pizza”
1 teaspoon of trauma from substance abuse
4 hours of Daft Punk & Sade
1½ cups of Happy Frog soil
11 houses
½ teaspoon of too much of everything
3 cups of volleyball, basketball, & softball
1 dash of every shade of green
1 pinch of depression from the world
20 gallons of love & pickle juice
Leave to boil.
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Otro Yo
by Josue Alcalde

con todo este terror vengo y te digo
elimínate, sin ti estaremos
sin ti podemos y más
más no te apoderes de lo mío
más amado y querido
eres parte de mi
mi cabeza es tu lugar
mi cuerpo tu juego
pero lo que importa es que somos solo
uno
en este vasto mundo
donde otras almas despreocupan lo demás
necesitamos ser una ruptura
en este normal en que vivo
vivimos
con este terror tan grande me enfrento
a mi preciado amigo, y mi odiado enemigo
te odio, pero te amo
con el corazón en la mano
sangrando por toda la piel
miro al cielo y
como si benévola se tratase
pido
nuestra paz
30

IN MY MIND
by Sophie Fundim
31

LEAF THE SUNSET
by Keidan Chavez
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burning bridges
by Mercedes Brookins

she better be careful burning all her bridges like that
she doesn’t mean to leave lit matches everywhere
but watching her worlds burn doesn’t break her heart
as much as it used to because she is notorious
for being watered down by people who hated
that the flames never even made her flinch
so she decided it’s best for her to flicker alone
but maybe she stepped too close to the flame
if she keeps burning her bridges
she’ll be left on an island and
she never did learn how to swim
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Rolling with
the Classics
By Ruby Arteaga

Photo by Keidan Chavez

New Generations Keep Our Car Culture Alive
The engine of the midnight-blue 1975
Chevrolet Camaro revs in my driveway.
It is a crisp Sunday night around 8:30 in
mid-November, and as the full moon
glows like a giant flashlight, my brother
gets his ride ready. He rolls down his car
windows, turns on his newly installed
blue LED floor lights, and connects his
phone to the radio to blast the right
musical vibes. He swings my bedroom
door open and asks if I want to go
with him. Rushing out the front door, I
grab the nearest jacket from my closet
and get in the passenger seat of the
Camaro. He cruises out of our driveway
and away from our neighborhood to
hit the East Los Angeles streets where
many gather for a regular meet-up.
Driving into the streets with the rolled
down windows, the wind thwacks my
face with the smell of taco trucks and
car smoke.
The car event my brother and I are
going to is located in the city of
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Montebello. We spot two or three cars
going the same way.
The street begins with light traffic, but
it’s not long before my brother has to
start hitting the brake every 10 seconds
due to the huge jam we arrive at. We
hear the stereos pumping from the
cars and the noise of people who
are gathered with family or friends
and their classic car parked in front
of them. The people chat with smoke
coming out from their mouth, holding
a lit up cigarette between their fingers.
Random calls of “Aye!” and the
peoples’ laughs are heard while we
drive down the streets. The food stands
of tacos and tortas blend in with the
large crowds with smoke rising above
them. The smell from the food trucks
circles above the crowd and long lines
form as folks order food while watching
the parade of cars for hours.
The classic cars automatically stand
out, varying in color, design, and
style. All of them are squeaky clean,

gleaming in the brilliant moonlight.
Each car gets their own spotlight thanks
to the headlights of other cars hitting it
from the back.

A car show late at night on Whittier Boulevard
in East L.A. (photo courtesy of The Eastsider L.A.
website)

Classic cars from all around the East
Los Angeles area meet up together
on Sunday nights to take their rides
for a spin and enjoy the other lovingly
preserved cars. Many of the meet-ups
happen on Whittier Boulevard along
the streets of Montebello. The car shows
began as a way to represent the car
culture of East L.A., and the history
these vehicles have carried for many
generations.
The car shows integrate themselves
into the busy streets, either parked on
the sides or driven in circles around
the streets. Anyone is welcome to stop
and drive by them to take pictures
and videos. The meet-ups have been
going on for many years and were
widely renowned in the 1970s when
more people owned, or were intrigued
by, the rich history of these classic cars.
Reasons vary from person to person.
Some have the cars because they
were passed down by family members,
or they were family projects where

generation after generation fix the
car and restore its parts. For others, it
is simply their personal passion to own
one and to attend these car shows as a
hobby. Car culture is a community that
brings people with the same passion
together to share the pride they have
of owning a classic car.
With one hand on the steering wheel,
Elvis Arteaga was driving down
Whittier Boulevard to show off his 1975
Chevrolet Camaro to all the cameras
that will be recording the cars cruising
down the street. When I ask Arteaga
why he decided to buy this car, his
eyes shine and proudly tells me the
significance it carries for him. “As a
child, I have always wanted to have a
Chevrolet classic, and by the age of 18
I needed a vehicle and came across
this beauty online.”
He says he enjoys coming to these
car meets because he gets to meet
other people with the same interests
as him and discuss plans for future
car upgrades. Arteaga plans on
continuing his passion by going to car
shows around his area along Whittier
Boulevard, in East Los Angeles, or
downtown Whittier. He mentions that
he plans on owning more classic
vehicles and passing his passion to his
future children. “Having these types of
cars brings people together,” he says.
“We are a community.”
We stop at a red light and a man
driving a 1954 Chevrolet Pickup Truck
with a purposeful rustic paint job stops
next to us. Elvis and the man give
each other a nod of approval and a
thumbs up for the car they each own.
“Like I was saying,” Arteaga continues,
“People own classic cars because of
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the sentimental value it holds to some
of us.”
He mentions to me that family values
and togetherness are a big part of
the culture around these classic cars
since parents or grandparents have
often passed these cars down through
the generations. Their children enjoy
bringing the cars back to life as if it just
came out of the dealership in its day.

Elvis Arteaga’s midnight-blue, 1975 Chevrolet
Camaro LT (photo courtesy of Elvis Arteaga)

Looking around the streets, I notice
this family togetherness because
around each classic car, there is not
one man alone. His wife, children, and
friends are with him. They are either
in the car enjoying the ride and sights
of other vehicles, or they are parked
and standing next to the vehicle they
own while laughing and talking to the
families next to them.
We park the Camaro next to some of
my brother’s friends’ cars and go off
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into the chilly air to say hello. Our eyes
get blinded by all the car headlights
driving down the street.
We meet up with Jose Vivas, a middleaged man who has been a fanatic of
classic cars since he was very young.
He is with his nephew, Ignacio Carrillo,
who is also planning on owning a
classic car in the future. Ignacio, also
known as Nacho to his closest friends,
is a hardworking young man in his 20s
with a lighthearted personality. As a
side hustle, he cleans cars and has
turned that into his own small business
with loyal customers. Carrillo wipes his
beard while eating some tacos and
mentions to me that he likes going to
the car shows to see different styles of
cars. “I get to talk to different people
with the same love for classic cars
and talk about different modifications
they have done to their vehicle and
exchange ideas,” he says. “Classic cars
are appealing and each one has its
own character.”
When coming to these car shows, the
uniqueness of each car is obvious.
No car is the exact same or carries
the same significance. These vehicles
represent the owner’s lifestyle and their
own special style. Carrillo doesn’t have
any classic cars at the moment, but he
is planning on owning one and will pass
down the culture to his children.
Jose Vivas has been the proud owner
of a silver 1969 Chevrolet Nova Super
Sport since the age of 25. His car has
two black racing stripes that extend
throughout the hood, roof, and onto
the trunk. Previously, Vivas had a yellow
1972 Chevrolet Nova but decided to
sell it and buy himself the silver 1969
classic car.

“Why do classic cars intrigue you?”
I ask. “Do they carry a sentimental
value?” Leaning back against the
hood of his silver car, he responds while
placing his hands along the black
racing stripes. “My dad had an almost
identical car like this one when he lived
in Mexico. It brings me back so many
good memories.”
Vivas mentions that the paint job and
the racing stripes were the same as his
dad’s car. His dad would take him on
many rides when he was younger, so

Jose Vivas’s 1969 Chevrolet Nova SS (photo
courtesy of Ignacio Carrillo)

having one for himself now is a very
meaningful accomplishment for him.
Ezequiel Mares, a 23-year-old who has
been involved in car culture since he
was young, now owns three Chevrolet
C10 trucks from the years 1970–1972.
His passion began when his family used
to take him on Sunday nights to see
the classic cars drive down Whittier
Boulevard in the 1990s. Mares still plans
on owning a couple more classic
vehicles. “It takes a lot of time and
money to restore a classic,” he says.
“Nonetheless, the beauty and history a
classic car has is worth it.”

Whittier Boulevard is deeply rooted
in its culture of classic cars. With the
weekly meet-ups and enthusiasm of
the people, the events will continue to
be a vibrant tradition. People feel pride
in owning a classic car that has been
passed down through their family. The
vehicles also represent the owner’s
hard work and personal style through
the upgrades, modifications, and
designs they add onto it.

“My dad had an almost
identical car like this one when
he lived in Mexico. It brings me
back so many good memories.”
Throughout the evening, many historic
vehicles drive by us, each car having
its special moment in the spotlight.
Volkswagen buses and Beetles,
Lowriders, Chevrolet Novas and
Corvettes, Ford Mustangs, and so many
more radiant wheels are cruising the
streets of the Whittier area. Sitting in the
passenger seat with my window rolled
down and Donnie Elbert’s song, “What
Can I Do” blasting on the radio, I pull
my phone from my jacket and hit the
record button, like everyone else, to
capture the scintillating classics.
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�� ��� pa��
by Kim Tsuyuki

i bare my soul on the page
quite often. when i feel alone,
the ink on the page nips at my
heels and demands attention.
she’s the conductor of my brain,
the maestro of my madness
and yet
she never makes me feel
alone
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ARE YOU CONTENT?
by Sophie Fundim
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//undue//
by Kristi Weyand
how do we fall silent
when the weight of the world
is carried upon our shoulders
so young
too young
to know of the fires that burn to our core
only now we must mend
over the frantic whispers and lies they rest their eyes to
because we turn from their desire
which begs us to close our eyes
to look away from our last strands of hope
pulled taut around their promises
we were told in lullabies
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why did you leave?
by Mercedes Brookins
why did you have to taste
like honey and look like the moon
why did you have to feel like home
and leave so soon

why did you have to look at me
like there were stars in my eyes
why did you have to touch me like clay
reshaping the lies

why did you listen to me
like a library of whispers
and why did the taste of your lips
have to linger

why do your words have to sound like bird songs
how on earth will i ever move on
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deus ex washing machina
by Dayquan Moeller
SCENE 1.
A bedroom in an LA Apartment. Present Day. Evening. Some of this is based on my
own experiences, some of it is from my imagination, all of it is true.
There is a bed and a window. It could almost be mistaken for minimalism, if it
were not so shitty: the bed has no frame and sits directly on a floor littered with
a ridiculous amount of laundry.
The sound of a shower.
EZEKIAL (Black, 20) lays in the bed scrolling through his phone. He wears nothing
but white socks and white underwear. A blanket covers much of his body.
The shower stops.
MICHAEL (Filipino, 35) enters wearing briefs and drying his hair with a towel.
EZEKIAL returns to his phone.
MICHAEL
Morning.
EZEKIAL
Hey.
MICHAEL
Can I get you something to drink?
MICHAEL bends down and reaches into the pockets of a pair of jeans on the floor.
EZEKIAL
Nah, I’m good - thanks though.
MICHAEL
Really? No water? No wine?
MICHAEL retrieves a pack of cigarettes from the jeans.
EZEKIAL
Nah, I don’t drink.
MICHAEL takes a cigarette and lights it.
MICHAEL
Want one of these?
EZEKIAL
Nah, I don’t -
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MICHAEL
You don’t smoke, right.
EZEKIAL
Thanks, though.
MICHAEL walks to the window as he inhales the cigarette smoke. He opens the
window, then exhales towards the streets below.
MICHAEL
What do you do?
EZEKIAL
Hm?
MICHAEL
You don’t drink, you don’t smoke. What do you do?
EZEKIAL
I’m in college right now, a theatre major.
MICHAEL
How’s that going?
EZEKIAL
I wouldn’t know to be honest. I haven’t been to class in over two weeks.
MICHAEL
How the fuck do you get away with that?
EZEKIAL
I don’t.
MICHAEL laughs.
MICHAEL
What have you been doing on your unauthorized break?
EZEKIAL
I’ve been doing this.
MICHAEL
Is this the only way you know how to have fun?
EZEKIAL
No, I do other things. I go for walks. I visit museums. I play video games.
MICHAEL
What do you play?
EZEKIAL
Nintendo, mostly.
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MICHAEL
Old-school, that’s what’s up. My brother and I used to play Zelda all the time.
Well, he played and I watched. I was too much of a pussy to actually try. Those
cheap-ass looking monsters scared the shit out of me. But my big bro was fearless.
EZEKIAL
How old is your brother?
MICHAEL
(pauses)
Would be 40 this year.
EZEKIAL
I’m sorry.
MICHAEL
Don’t be. That was a long time ago...probably before you were even born...and
before I could smoke.
Another pause.
MICHAEL
You sure you don’t want anything?
EZEKIAL
I’m sure.
EZEKIAL smiles.
EZEKIAL
Thank you, though.
EZEKIAL lays back down again. MICHAEL puts out the cigarette and looks out the
window.
MICHAEL
Why is it this fucking cold - in June. Talk about “global warning,” right?
EZEKIAL
...it’s global warming.
MICHAEL
It looks like it might rain today, Christ. Where’s your jacket?
EZEKIAL
Oh, I didn’t bring one.
MICHAEL kneels down and digs through the laundry below. He fishes out a fuzzy, pink
sweater.
MICHAEL
Take this with you when you leave. It’s clean, I promise.
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EZEKIAL
No, it’s fine really MICHAEL lays on the bed, pressing the sweater against EZEKIAL’s chest.
MICHAEL
Don’t worry. Just think of this as an excuse.
EZEKIAL
An excuse?
MICHAEL
To come see me again.
A kiss.
SCENE 2.
A molding laundromat on a quiet Sunday morning. Piss-colored fluorescent lighting.
EZEKIAL stands next to a washing machine. Behind him is a wall with lots of
dryers. EZEKIAL begins to unload a bag full of clothes into it - jeans, hoodies,
underwear, etc. Suddenly, a low groaning sound.
EZEKIAL freezes.
A second groan - it is coming from the bag. EZEKIAL digs into the bag until he
finds the pink sweater. He stares at it for a moment.
He winces, and is about to throw the sweater into the washing machine until SWEATER
Are you fucking deaf or something?
EZEKIAL stares, in a trance.
SWEATER
So you’re mute too?
EZEKIAL
You can talk?
SWEATER
And you can hear? This is a surprise for the both of us.
EZEKIAL
I’ve never heard a sweater talk before.
SWEATER
Congrats, I’m glad I was your first. You always remember your first.
EZEKIAL
You’ve never talked before.
SWEATER
I didn’t have anything to say.
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EZEKIAL
Do you and Michael talk?
SWEATER
We used to, but not anymore. You seemed confused, let me explain. See, I’m what
humans sometimes mistakenly refer to as an “imaginary friend,” a completely
offensive and inaccurate term. We’re much more like metaphysical playmates.
EZEKIAL
So...you’ve known Michael since he was a kid?
SWEATER
Oh yeah, we go way back. He found me in his dad’s closet, and would wear me all
the time. I used to go down all the way to his ankles, but eventually he grew into
me. Once he did, the son of a bitch wore me out. I’m his “lucky sweater.” First
dates, finals week, driver’s test - I was there for it all. We had a lotta good
times together, but it’s time for me to move on.
EZEKIAL
Move on?
SWEATER
Did I stutter? I want out! I can’t live there anymore, don’t take me back.
EZEKIAL
What? I…I can’t just keep you. I promised Michael I’d give you back.
SWEATER
You don’t have to keep me. I don’t care where I go next - Salvation Army, a
landfill - literally anywhere but there. Something different, something exciting.
Michael used to be exciting. Like when he was a kid back in the Philippines. He
and the neighborhood kids used to catch spiders and make them fight in a matchbox.
Or when he would sneak out and take his mother’s cars out for joyrides. That’s the
Michael I miss, not the new Michael who works all day and smokes all night.
EZEKIAL
Well, that’s just part of life. You grow up, and the world gets smaller. Have you
considered that maybe you’re the one who needs to change? Maybe you just need to
grow up too?
SWEATER
I can’t believe you, of all people, are giving me a lecture on growing up.
EZEKIAL
Excuse me?

46

SWEATER
I heard your little confession last night. Skipping class everyday to jump from
bed-to-bed and man-to-man like some kind of gay version of Quantum Leap.
EZEKIAL
What the fuck is Quantum Leap?
SWEATER
Don’t try to change the subject!
EZEKIAL
Okay, fine. I admit it. School is hard. School sucks. Being an adult sucks. I turn
21 next month, and that’s way older than I ever intended to be. Maybe we both have
some growing up to do.
A silence.
EZEKIAL
What if we didn’t have to do it alone though, what if we made a deal?
SWEATER
A deal?
EZEKIAL
I promise to stop skipping class, if you promise to work things out with Michael.
And if after a month we’re still miserable, I’ll drop out of college, and then
donate you to the nicest thrift shop I can find.
SWEATER
Promise?
EZEKIAL
I promise.
SWEATER
Then we have a deal.
EZEKIAL
Deal.
Blackout.
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QUIETLY ALONE
by Sophie Fundim
48

Abandoned Pages
by Chelo Ferschweiler

dusty books gleam,
tucked away from the world,
their unwanted and neglected stories.
yellow crisp pages,
no one will hold them,
no one will read them.
blank magazine racks,
colorless spaces missing petty stories,
no one sees them now.
students quietly pondering,
eerily focused to brightened screens,
studying far from books’ gaze.
library of books,
or a library of technology?
it’s no longer peaceful inside.
no more fantasies,
only long and sleepless nights,
stress and anxiety haunting nearby.
untouched novels whimpering,
wishing to be held again,
wishing to unfold their stories.
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BIRD-E
by Keidan Chavez
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At Least Somebody
Knows My Name
The houseless pandemic hits Palm Springs

by Juliette Signoret
Karl Marx wrote that capitalism

It’s apparent that the homeless

creates two distinct social classes, the

population in Palm Springs, despite its

bourgeoisie (owners of the means

often inhospitable climate, has risen

of production) and the proletariat

from few in numbers to being hard

(workers). So, where does that leave

to ignore. Local police and officials

the homeless, whose crisis-level

complain that the city is being used as

numbers in California have risen more

a “dumping ground” by surrounding

than 16 percent since the Great

areas, especially for homeless people

Recession, according to government

who need to quarantine during the

statistics, and nearly seven percent

pandemic. Officials say they are

from 2019 to 2020?

quarantined in unidentified hotels and
then released into the city. Recalling

Walking through Downtown Palm

the previous week’s discoveries,

Springs, the forgotten class is hard to

Palm Spring Police Department

ignore. In the dry heat, a man in his

Chief Bryan Reyes reported at a

late 50s wearing a white, button-up

virtual council meeting that “about

Chanel shirt and khaki shorts walks past

30 people had been bused in from

a woman in her late 40s who is bathing

outside the Coachella Valley.” The city

in the Sonny Bono Fountain, a popular

leaders claim they had no idea it was

watering hole for pigeons and other

happening.

local birds.
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Homeless people seeking shelter
from the elements can be spotted in
makeshift encampments in the wash
under the bridge by the KFC on South
Palm Canyon Drive. Many hope for
change in their life while others struggle
with mental illness that stops them from
seeking the help they need.
Working at the popular downtown
restaurant, Sam’s Place, it’s normal
to see homeless people in the back
parking lot trying to find shade from
the desert heat. Sam’s Place took over
Ruby’s Diner when it foreclosed in 2019.
Houseless people took to seeking shade
under the umbrellas left behind, and
they bathe in the Sonny Bono fountain.
In the mornings, before my shift starts,
Monica sits on the edge of the parking
lot to make sure no one is watching.
She enters the fountain fully clothed in
her big, black tee-shirt and patched
jeans. When I come outside to set
up the patio, the smell of urine fills
the air. Monica, with her sulking face
embarrassed at being seen, runs back
to her ledge by the parking lot, dripping
wet and dragging along the stench
of urine and body odor. It’s difficult
for homeless people to find a place
to bathe or even go to the bathroom.
Shop and restaurant owners and
managers won’t allow them to come
inside and use the restrooms anymore
due to Covid protocol and guidelines.
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“If I disappear one day, at least I
know someone knows my name.”
Antonio Rivera, a 5’11 local homeless
man who weighs 300 lbs, sits on the
bench in front of Sam’s Place in the
desert heat every day. Antonio has had
a rough four years battling depression
and alcoholism—but he hasn’t given
up. “Every day, I try to find something
new to do but it’s hard,” he says.
“I’m a repeat offender of alcohol. I’ll
be perfectly fine in the morning but
somehow find myself at the casino.
People feel bad and offer me drinks so I
just keep going.”
“I came from Sacramento, somehow
ended up in Los Angeles by hitchhiking
and spending long nights on random
benches or parks,” he says. “But a while
ago, this man offered me food at the
shelter and then offered to take me
somewhere with housing and I got on a
bus and now I’m here.”
Rivera mentioned they took him and
about 30 other people. He wanted
to see the stars, and that’s why he
came. He gets upset when explaining
that the bus driver promised to help.
Rivera says he just wanted a bed and
a shower, since his last real shower was
over two years ago. The only shower he
gets close to taking is rinsing under a
random hose or the fountain next door
to Sam’s Place.

Rivera has been offered a job washing

personalities and react erratically. She

dishes that would offer him a chance

rocks back and forth on her bare feet,

to clean up before work, but he’s not

the concrete burning hot from the heat.

interested. He makes $10–20 a day

Grabbing some extra flip-flops from the

panhandling and people give him free

back of the car, her face had this smile

food and drinks.

that reached from head to toe. From
sulking that morning to screaming to

“I am not ready for help yet. I’m not

smiling you could see the difficult life

ready to give up the free booze I get,

she lived.

man.” he admits. “People feel sad for
me and give me stuff. I won’t get the

Monica didn’t want to answer my

help until I want to. You’ll see me here a

questions but she had a couple of her

lot more but if I disappear one day, at

own for me. “Do you know a good drug

least I know someone knows my name.”

dealer?” and “Can you help me find

“Do you know a good drug
dealer?” and “Can you help me
find my baby?”

my baby?” Monica says everyone gives
her the wrong stuff—all she ever wants
is her baby back and some coke.

Monica is in her late 40’s, her blond

Although many of the newly arrived

hair in knots that look impossible to get

homeless here don’t understand why

out. She weighs less than 120 pounds

they are being dropped off within

and has abrasions all over her body.

our city limits, it’s too late to reverse

Monica suffers from mental illness

what’s already in motion. According

and drug abuse. She strolls around

to Riverside County’s estimates, the

downtown screaming at storefronts

city’s homeless population rose from

while carrying all her belongings in a

126 in 2018 to 196 in 2019, and has

ripped backpack. Those belongings

likely risen since. The city is currently

often drag along on the ground behind

debating what to do with $10 million in

her sometimes and she’ll start yelling.

state funds earmarked for helping the
homeless. California is home to more

“WHO STOLE MY SH*T! IT WAS YOU

than 160,000 homeless, according to a

WASN’T IT? WHERE’S MY SH*T! WHEN

recent federal report. That’s a quarter

I FIND OUT WHO STOLE IT, I’M KILLING

of the nation’s homeless population.

YOU.”

Our city’s $10 million question is the
state’s $20 billion question. And, yet, the

Monica doesn’t know her last name.

numbers just seem to keep rising.

She’s hard to talk to as she can switch
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Constante Tiempo
by Josue Alcalde
camino mirando hacia atrás y corriendo a la vez
tropiezo por mirar detrás mío
pero sigo imparablemente, constante
velocidad baja, media, alta
no importa
no me detengo
¿por qué?
como si del día de hoy tratase
¿Cómo llegó aquí?
es lógico que destruya y ensamble
el tiempo
sigue imparablemente
no importa
no se detiene
por tanto
el flujo de lo invisible
y el flujo de mí abstracto
sigue, constante
caminando
y mirando
hacia atrás
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existential shower
thoughts at 8:52 pm on
a Thursday
by Kim Tsuyuki
Em
bry
o.
Life? Death? Creation? Destruction?
Who am I anyway? Who are You?
Who are any of us in the grand scheme of things?
Floating on a giant rock in the middle of nowhere;
and yet,
We have the right to burn down this very floating foundation.
Surrender!
What do you think things felt like during the big bang?
The very core split up into a billion, no, a trillion,
pieces of small star soot,
and one of them eventually became the place we call Home!
Are we all just made up of stardust?
I’m a tiny little cosmic dust bunny,
who isn’t significant enough to make a difference anyway.

Rinse.
Repeat.
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Into the
Unknown
by Jayson Smith

Photo by River Danner
Martha stood in front of a door. As far
as she could tell, it was a simple door.
The top went about a foot and a half
above the top of her hair. The door was
light brown in color, and there were
five equally sized rectangles on it. If
she opened it, she assumed that the
door would swing outwards since she
couldn’t currently see the metal hinges.
As she stared at this door, it occurred to
her that she had no one idea what she
was opening this door for.
She could turn around. It’s not like the
path Martha took that led her to this
door was going to somehow disappear
altogether like magic.
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She could follow the path back to
where she had just come from. Return
to her home city, where she knew
everything and everyone she needed
and wanted would be. Her father was
probably working the garden that he’d
been toiling over since the day she was
born. Her mother was doing “something
exciting”, which really meant she was
doing something she’d already done
before since Martha was sure she’d
done everything.
She could turn around. Tomorrow,
she would wake up and walk to that
one small bakery she always went to

before casually making her way to
an increasingly artificial park, sitting
on the bench with no one around
her and staring out at the scene that
was always before her: tiny groups of
people situated sporadically through
the green parks. Some stood beneath
a lone, tall tree. Others sat or laid down
in the perfectly green grass. They would
all be simultaneously sitting with each
other and nowhere near anyone. Just
like her.

She could turn around. But why
would she?
She could turn around. Immerse herself
back into a schedule she’d been
perfecting and practicing for years:
wake up, do something, eat or drink
something, go back to sleep. Maybe
she didn’t always know what that
specific something would be, but there
were only so many options in her city
to choose from. Odds were she could
definitely guess what it would be.
She could turn around. What if what
was beyond that door was worse?
Martha couldn’t stop imagining all the
ways it could be worse. There could
be no more trees beyond this door.
There could be someone or something
waiting for her to open it so they could
kill her and everyone else she’d ever
loved. There could be no real way for
her to survive beyond the threshold
of this door. There could be no small
bakeries for as far as the eye could see.

She could turn around. But why would
she?
The mundane existence that she was
living was killing her. She could guess
how conversations would go. Could
guess what certain people in her life
were doing at any given moment.
How could staying here in her home
city where everything felt the same
be better than opening this door and
leaving? What if what was behind this
door was actually better? What if the
trees in their parks weren’t as lonely as
the people? And the grass wasn’t the
perfect shade of green, but came in
other colors. And the sky and the sun
didn’t feel artificial against her skin. And
the entire world was nothing but small
bakeries everywhere.
Martha had no way of knowing. No
one had left her city since the domes
were created 7000 years ago. Martha
didn’t know what the real sky looked
like, or if there were other animals
beside the numerous cats and dogs
and occasional pigeons. Martha didn’t
even know if there were other cities, or
if this really was the only place in the
entire world with human life. But she
couldn’t stay here, doing the same
thing she did every day, every week,
every month and every year.
Martha didn’t turn around.
She just opened the door into the
unknown.
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SANITY INSANITY
by Joe Donnelly
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DELECTABLE DELIGHTS
by Keidan Chavez
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dissonant thoughts
by Kim Tsuyuki

The symphony of my sanity is playing its swan song again.
This is like the sixth time this year
she’s waved her white flag and surrendered
to the sound of silent screams. “Shhhhhhhhhh”
I tell her, but this makes her sing even louder
until the silence has reached its summit
and the shrills signal to the symphony
silencio
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ISOLATION
by Hailey Garcia
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Daydreams
and Customs
by Jose Toro
Many of us have our own ideas about

Bustamente and Jacob Almaraz,

life outside of Southern California and

opened DayDream Kicks & Customs,

the amazing cities that await there.

making it easier for Whittier College

Paris is known as the city of love and

students and local residents to get in on

ambitious New York is the one that

the sneaker story.

never sleeps. What about Los Angeles?
Do we think of sunshine, Teslas,
beautiful framed swimming pools and
palm trees?
While Los Angeles is known for
these tokens of glamor, a sometimes
overlooked aspect of the local flavor
is much more down to earth. In fact,
it’s on our feet. Yes, L.A. is becoming
famous for its stylish kicks and our
sneakers, like tattoos, are part of telling
our story. Now, our own slice of So

Photo via Instagram: @the_jakealmaraz
Co-owner of DayDream Kicks and Customs

Cal, Whittier, long known for its deep
custom-car culture, is getting in on the
action.

Kicks and Customs is designed for a
On February 25, long-time

Whittier residents Matthew “Busta”
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Every square inch of DayDream
specific reason. The tiles are gray with
flakes, replicating the iconic cement

print that can be found on Jordan

“I saw my gym grow as I saw more

3s and Jordan 4s. Velvet seating

clients from all age groups attend, so

is spread throughout the building,

great revenue was there.”

symbolizing royalty and matching
the colors of Whittier College. The
wood shelving on the walls shows the
luxurious mindset that Matthew “Busta”
Bustamante and Jacob Almaraz have
for DayDream Kicks and Customs. As
you enter a world filled with limited
and customizable items, you embark
on the journey of two ambitious men
who are ready to promote greater Los
Angeles culture through sneakers and
streetwear.
As you can tell from the
name, which came from Bustamante
daydreaming about shoes in class, they
not only buy, sell and trade shoes, but
customize them as well. Busta, who
took a class at Shoe Surgeon says,
“With the knowledge and experience
in this specific field, our store will soon
offer reserved classes to the public
twice a week… The goal is to have
certain classes for certain occasions like
couples night and beginner classes.”
Almaraz is an entrepreneur with

Busta carefully sorting through fabrics for an
upcoming customization project

The two young men found
common ground around sneakers.
“It was both of our ideas [to open

plenty of experience in the business

DayDream Kicks and Customs] to be

world, including his gym Grind Time

honest,” Bustamente says. “We were in

Facilities and his taco business Dos

the gym together and just talked about

Primos Tacos. Almaraz said of his gym,

the idea of opening a sneakers store
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in Whittier... The nearest shoe store for

like that,” says Almaraz. “Busta is exactly

Jordans and Yeezys is 20-plus minutes

that.”

away and there is such a high demand

Almaraz adds that the two

for certain shoe models that opening a

plan to add more services such as a

store was the answer.”

barbershop and a tattoo shop. Given
the scarcity of sneakers in the local
market, the challenge of representing
our stories through our kicks has gotten
easier thanks to Day Dream Kicks and
Customs. Almaraz and Bustamente see
a lot of upside in serving the local area
which they see as a growing market
for the high-end and customized kicks
Bustamante used to dream about
when he was a Poet. The sneakers tell
the story.

Photo via Instagram: DayDreamCustoms

Bustamante continues, “High end
sneakers today are primarily focused
in Los Angeles and not many people
here in Whittier have the ability to be
part of the culture that these Jordans
and Yeezys provide. In all, we wanted
to bring the idea of sneaker culture and
L.A. here at home.”
It’s been a fortuitous
partnership so far. “When you meet
someone who has the same passion
and motivation as you and has interests
in the same niches as you, you want to
invest your time and money into people
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LIVE MUSIC’S
NOT DEAD
by Alli Lou

65

Excerpt from Final Lullaby
by Jose Toro

I couldn’t sleep the night before the
funeral. A part of my life was missing.
The feeling of being insatiable in
retrospect triggers the mind into
depression and places emotion in deep
agony.
Last night was the first time in a
lifetime where no form of social media
was used in the household. There
was no music, no news, no calls from
family or fashion designer colleagues. I
isolated myself from the outside world
because the one built around me lost
its foundation.
With no base, skyscrapers
and monuments only have one faith:
eventually falling down into pieces of
debris. Paintings and portraits up on the
wall are ripped by the crumbling ceiling
from above. The floors start shooting
down as bases begin to consume
anything and everything above, while
memories and events begin to fade
into the sky as ash quickly replaces the
essence of time and nostalgia.
As dawn approached, all in
attendance were given one request
years before: do not wear black; it
provokes sadness and anger. These
were two feelings that she promised
would not be allowed into her
celebration of life, unless valid, with the
Lord above.
I got dressed inside the new
dark marble bathroom floors that my
last novel and fashion line purchased.
As I glanced around the granite walls
and the gold outlines, the cream
colored suit, along with the sky blue
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dress shirt underneath, lightened my
skin tone through the morning gloom.
As my wife walked in with her sky blue
dress from Alexander McQueen and
white heels, she gave me one last
gift in regards from my mother. “Leo, I
know this day will live with you forever,”
she said in a grieved tone. “The night
before your mother passed, she gave
me one last request for you.”
“What was it?” I asked, as I struggled to
tie my shoes.
“It was this. She told me to not
open it until you saw it first and advised
me to help put it on you.” Alana bent
down in a squatting position, forcing
my eyes to go to the item in her hands.
In her possession, a red box in the
shape of a small rectangle prism that
could only contain one item: a white
and gold necklace holding together a
small, yet eye-catching, cross pendant.
“There should be a letter in the box
Leo. That is for me to read as I attach
the cross around you.” Tearing up, I
handed over the letter to Alana with no
regard in disobeying my mother as I let
her read the letter out loud to me.
To My Son, Leonidas Cortez,
The last six months have been tough
on us. As I lay in bed, I know you are
concerned about my well-being. My
health is something neither you nor I
could control.
My son, you are the best thing
that has ever happened to me. You
taught me to fight again and protect
the ones I loved most, no matter the

difficulty or situation. The last 30 years
of working at the factory for over 12
hours a day gave me the opportunity
to enroll you in private school and
receive a great education. I know we
were probably the poorest family in the
district, but we were also the smallest.
These two truths alone drove
you to excel in academics and work
harder than everyone, despite the
disconnect you may have felt between
your classmates and you. Don’t regret
the missed time we’ve had because
you prioritize your future. Those days
where you slept outside of campus to
get assignments done, along with work
on your novel, led you to the position
you are in life: a successful, but more so,
a well respected and loved man.
I still remember the time you
were only four and were so happy
bringing back a picture you drew
during preschool of our family. It was a
drawing of you and I in our van at the
time with half the background raining
and the other half filled with vibrant
colors. When I asked why you did that,
you said that there is always light in
every darkness, which was ironic since
the lights to the van were currently
broken.
I can give you countless
memories we had as a mother and son,
but the truth is that the letter you are
reading now will be continuously read
throughout your life when times are
rough, so this is my final lullaby to you:
Leo, you are now the man of
the house for a new family. You are in
charge of taking care of two beautiful
women and it is your responsibility to
be the father that you never had, and
the husband that I never had. Alana
is the most beautiful woman I have
ever seen and is the only other person I
know besides me who will sacrifice the

world to make sure you have the best
opportunities to succeed in all aspects
of life. Your wife and kids are the ones
who need to be loved the most. With
proper guidance and empathy, there is
no telling what the rest of your offspring
will accomplish in life. You were raised
with only one mother Leo, and look
how amazing you have become.
Do not be sad that my time
here on earth has departed, but rather
celebrate the life that it has brought to
you and the few others who will be in
attendance. I was the one woman who
did her best to provide food and shelter
for her child with little to no resources
and look at how amazing you are.
Forever keep the Cortez name
as an icon of respect and success,
sacrifice and maturity, and love and
empathy. My last prayers shall be to
you and the amazing life you shall shine
on others as you experience adulthood
for the rest of your life.
Best Regards,
Vanessa Cortez
Not a word was said after. As I
stared into the mirror with my puffy eyes
and crooked collar, I reflected on the
type of man my mother asked me to
be. Financially stable wasn’t enough
in keeping Alana and our newly born
child.
Alana began to stare through
the bathroom mirror and immediately
started to adjust my flimsy collar. She
combed the one hair sticking out of my
side part into place, evenly laced up
my dress shoes, and wiped the tears
off of my face, handing me my poet
glasses. With a gentle kiss to the cheek,
Alana continued to look in the same
mirror and say the lines that live with
that same letter today. “We’re going to
be okay Leo. We’re going to be okay.”
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TOY TIME
by Keidan Chavez
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Hang ‘em Up
by River Danner
There comes a time when all athletes must
Hang em’ up
There comes a time when an athlete’s body can
No longer withstand the constant aches and pains
There comes a time when the long bus rides
With your teammates become a distant memory
There comes a time when it will be the
Last chance to strap up your cleats
There comes a time when weekly team
Dinners become yearly reunions
There comes a time when the dread of early morning
Workouts and 5 hour practices transforms into flashbacks
There comes a time when one door
Closes and many open in front of you
There comes a time when the stress relief of playing your sport
Is no longer there to support you
There comes a time when the place you once called home
Becomes a place you rarely visit.
There comes a time when the sand in the hourglass
Runs out and there is no more you can give
It is time now…
Time to hang em’ up
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Space Cat
by Chelo Ferschweiler
dark sky surrounds us
black coat speckled with dust and
her freezing warm gaze

claws shredding cardboard
ripping holes through the night sky
with deadly purring

on pink purple trails
she bounds with sharp crescent moons
cutting gentle lights

spaceship carved toys fly
friskily she bops them down
homeward they now fall

pet her gently now
soft belly, and delicate paws
fur hides stinging claws
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A FAMILIAR FEELING
by Hailey Garcia
71

Within the
Wooden Frame
by Ariana Juarez

Mom always said your room was like an
episode of Hoarders.
That was an exaggeration, of
course. You weren’t the neatest person,
but you certainly weren’t a pack rat. The
most you had ever ‘hoarded’ were stacks
of little papers; things you could have
sworn were important when you wrote
them but could barely remember where
they came from. It didn’t matter anymore.
The room was empty now, except for the
hollow bed frame that you were leaving
behind, and a few scattered boxes that
you had yet to go through.
Mom stood behind you now,
sniffling. She had been crying on and off
for most of the week—the moving out
process had been harder on her than
it had been on you. The house held a
strange nervous energy now; everyone
was waiting for the day that you would
leave, and now you were ready to walk
out the door with a gusto you hadn’t
felt in a long time. “It’s going to be fine,
Mom,” you say. “I’m not leaving forever.”
“I know,” Mom admits. “But I’m going to
miss you. You know your home is always
going to be here.”
You smile and nod, and wrap
her in a hug. She breathes you in, before
stepping away. She wipes her eyes, taking
in a quick breath. “Well, I’m going to help
your dad with dinner,” she says. “Everyone
else should be coming soon. Can you go
through the last of this stuff, please? I want
a keep pile and a trash pile—and I want it
to be a big trash pile.”
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You roll your eyes, which earns
you a smack on the head. “Ow! Yes,
okay. I got it. Jesus Christ, look, I’m going
through it now. Are you happy?”
Mom scoffs. “Try to get it done before
dinner,” she said. “I don’t want to be
stumbling through your trash when you’re
on the other side of the country, you
understand?”
“Yes, Mom.” This time, you turn
your back to her as you roll your eyes
again. “I’m going.” You hear her footsteps
click away from you, slowly fading down
the hallway. You drop to your knees and
pull the closest box to you, checking your
phone. 4:15 PM. You had an hour before
everyone would start to arrive. Better
make this worth it. You slide open your
music app, setting it to play before gently
tossing it to the ground. A soft melody
began to play through the speakers,
echoing through the now empty room.
You reach into the box, your
hand wrapping around a fistful of
papers and wood. It’s heavier than you
anticipated. As you pull it out, the papers
begin to slip from your grasp. Before you
can catch it, everything falls, scattering
across the room. A wooden frame clatters
to the ground, and the glass inside of
it splinters and shatters. You let out a
muttered curse, and as you lean to clean
it up, a shard pricks your thumb. “Fuck!”
You shake out your hand, and
gingerly reach back to the mess. You
brush the glass away carefully, and pick
up the photo trapped beneath it. You
hadn’t seen that photo in a long time,

and the sight of it made you pause.
You gazed back at fifteen year-old you,
smiling thinly at the camera. Two pairs of
arms were wrapped around you, their
owners grinning ear to ear. Their heads
were tilted towards you, and you could
see the scene play out in front of you.
They would turn to you, still
smiling, and one would plant a kiss on
your forehead, in a friendly gesture. The
other would give you a playful noogie,
giggling over a joke she had made, now
long forgotten.
You flip the photo over. Happy
birthday, babe! In long, looping letters, it
read: We’ve been through it all, ups and
downs, highs and lows. We love you. -K&A
——
You met Aileen when you were in the
fourth grade. No one else talked to you
during that time, nor did they want to;
they walked away when you tried to join
their games. One of the boys tripped you
and laughed, but the teacher had just
said, “He must like you.” He threw mud at
you the day after, and cried when you
cracked a stick over his wrist. You didn’t
understand why you got in trouble for it
for a week afterwards.
Dad had told you it was better
for you if you tried to make friends
yourself. Aileen’s isolation was more
self-imposed. Her short black hair was
braided back into tiny pigtails that ended
just below her chin, and she sat in the
corner of the playground, doodling on
an oversized sketchbook. You couldn’t
imagine trying to spend all your time by
yourself. You marched up to her and
plopped right down, not worrying about
the dirt getting on your pants. “What’re
you drawing?” you had asked.
She gaped at you, completely
agog. “Um...flowers.” She pushed it
towards you, where you could see the
beginning sketches of a small, crooked
dandelion she had plucked.
“Cool,” you said. “Can I watch?”
You were inseparable.
———
Kassie transferred at the start of eighth
grade. Everyone called her Kassandra,
but she insisted she be called Kassie. She
was tall, a little mousy looking with glasses
that slid down her nose. You didn’t expect

to talk to her much, but she sat next to
you during math. It was an awkward
two-seater, one that you didn’t share with
anyone else. Even now, other students
still avoided sitting next to you, unless
Aileen was there. This girl plopped next
to you like there was nothing wrong. You
could feel the stares of the other students,
boring into the both of you.
The girl either did not notice, or
pretended not to. She kept her gaze on
her notebook, until she glanced up and
noticed your stare. She arched her brow,
and asked, “Is there something wrong?”
Your cheeks are definitely burning now,
and your tongue feels heavy. “Do you get
what any of this means?” you blurt out.
You gesture to the worksheet that you
had barely been paying attention to.
She pushed up her glasses and
squinted. “You carried the two wrong. It’s
over there.” You glanced down at the
sheet. “Holy crap. You’re a genius. Do you
wanna hang out later?”
That was how you met your
second best friend. Being alone was a
thing of the past.
——
Kassie and Aileen didn’t really talk to
each other at first. Then Aileen moved
down the street from Kassie and high
school started. They took the same
classes. You got into AP English. They
took AP Bio. Kassie talked enthusiastically
about testing into AP Calculus for your
junior year, because she was so damn
smart and you two were just the idiots that
sat in her shadow.
It made things easier, of course.
What was better than your two best
friends getting along?
——
You and Kassie ran track together.
It wasn’t your favorite sport, but
Mom wanted you to get involved in
extracurriculars anyway. It was better
when there were friends around. You
weren’t close to the team yet, but you
had decided you enjoyed it.
The only drawback was the juniors on the
team.
“Can’t even beat your PR?” His
name was Vincent, and he sneered at
you every chance he got. “Can’t even
talk to a girl yet?” You shot back. It was
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weak, but to a fifteen year old boy, it was
a death sentence. He feigned hurt, and
rolled his eyes. “Nobody cares about you
on this team,” he muttered as you walked
past him. “Or anywhere.”
“Good fucking thing you’re a
nobody,” you snapped. He shot up and
approached you, and you held your
ground. The coach gripped his shoulder,
and steered him in the opposite direction,
whispering in a low voice.
“You should be nicer,” Kassie warned you.
“We’re supposed to be a team.”
“Me? Try telling him that,” you shot back.
“You wouldn’t want to talk to him either.
He’s a weirdo.”
It didn’t matter. Vincent
didn’t talk to you after that, but when
you walked into the practice room,
Kassie would always be sitting with him,
laughing.
——
THREE CHIPETTES
2:00 PM
You: Hey, are you guys busy? Wanna get
ice cream after school?
Aileen: got a test to study for.
Kassie: we have a race tomorrow!
You: You guys are boring. Go tomorrow
after the race?
Kassie: definitely
——
During freshman year, Aileen got her
second boyfriend. He had gone to your
old school. You remembered him a little
too well: he was tall and thin, with a puglike nose and teeth that seemed a little
too sharp.
“It’s not weird, is it?” Aileen
asked. “I know you guys had problems
or whatever. But it doesn’t really matter,
right?”
You looked at her, and she stared at you
expectantly.
“Of course not,” you said. “It’s all
water under the bridge.”
She shot you a relieved smile. “I
knew it! You’re a good friend.”
——
Secretly you wonder if she remembers
how he flung mud at your face. How
he shoved you into the ground and
laughed as you skinned your knee. Did
she remember how he had yanked on
your hair, and you cried into her shoulder

74

about how much he said he hated you?
How he wouldn’t leave you alone until
you hit him back and made him stop
yourself, because there was no one else
to help.
——
THREE CHIPETTES
5:40 PM
Aileen: my mom just made dinner if you
wanna come over.
You: sorry, my mom said she can’t drive
me :(
Aileen: oh sorry. That was for kas. Didn’t
mean to text the gc lol
Kassie: I’ll come over rn
You: oh, okay. See you guys tomorrow.
——
Your sixteenth birthday party continued
well into the night, but the two of them left
early. When you checked your Snapchat,
their story featured Aileen kissing her
boyfriend’s cheek. Kassie was nowhere to
be seen, but you could feel that she was
there.
“Where are your little friends?”
your grandma asked you. “They were
here just a minute ago.”
You threw your phone into the couch for
the rest of the night.
It wasn’t like they noticed anyway.
They talked to you the next morning like
nothing was wrong, like nothing had
happened, and life moved on.
——
TO: AILEEN
11:30 AM
You: Are we still on for tomorrow?
Aileen: hey sry I planned a surprise trip to
warner bros with Jason :( rain check?
You: sure.
——
Junior year was hard. Math was hard.
Running was hard. Friends were hard,
too. Your teacher found you curled in the
bathroom, shaking and shivering in the
stall. Several students stared at you as
you were quietly escorted away into the
guidance counselor’s office.
You sat in the meeting with your
mom and the counselor, but you didn’t
really hear. There were only a few words
that registered in your head. None of it
mattered to you.
“...happening consistently,” the
guidance counselor said. “I think it would

be best if she started talking to someone,
maybe getting it off of her chest.”
“Like therapy?” Mom scoffed.
“My daughter isn’t crazy. This is too
dramatic. You can’t expect her to...”
Muffled. Faded. Someone asks you a
question, but you don’t hear. Your eyes
are hot.
When you’re in the car, later,
your mom turns to you with pressed lips.
“Don’t you think you should try to be a
little more positive? You’re not going to
get anywhere if you’re moping all the
time.”
Students started whispering when
you walked by them the next morning.
You took a seat at your two-person desk.
To your right, Aileen and Kassie looked
over from their shared desk, waving at
you. “Where have you been?” Kassie
asked. “Had a bad day,” you replied.
“Oh,” Aileen said. “That sucks.”
She turned to Kassie. “Do you think we
should go somewhere this weekend?”
——
You started therapy a week later. The
woman sitting on the couch gives you a
patient smile. “Do you have any friends
you like spending time with?” You give her
a strained smile. “Yeah, actually. I have
these two friends, um, Aileen and Kassie.
They’re my…my…”
Something wet slides down your
cheek. Your throat is closing up. You try to
speak again. “My best…”
To her credit, she doesn’t say
anything as you scrub at your face. She
doesn’t even try to make you answer the
question. She silently hands you a water
bottle, and lets you take a swig before
asking the next question. “How about
your family?”
——
THREE CHIPETTES
11:24 AM
You: hey are you guys free at all this
week?
6:45 PM
Aileen: actually not really lol
——
Your new therapist tells you that
you should try to be open and honest
with them. Bottling up your feelings wasn’t
a healthy way to deal with your issues,
she said. If you wanted a solution, you

needed to be honest.
“I started going to therapy,” you
said casually, during a lunch break. Kassie
paused her eating, and looked at you.
She set her fork down, looking
concerned. “For how long?”
“A few months. Ever since
Mom and I met with the counselor,” you
answered. “She’s been helping me get
through stuff.”
Aileen, who was doodling next
to Kassie, nodded her head. “It makes
sense,” she said. You bristled. “What’s that
supposed to mean?”
“What? It makes sense that
you want to get help. You were blowing
up a lot, and your mood is all over the
place. My mom and dad take my sister
to therapy all the time. There’s nothing
wrong with it.” She shrugged. “Don’t take
it so personally.”
—--There’s a lot you could tell them. You
could tell them about the twinge of hurt
that you feel every time they giggle at a
joke that they whisper under their breath.
You could tell them how much it hurts as
you sit at home alone, while they’re just
down the street from each other. You
could share how you know that Aileen’s
boyfriend regularly talks shit about you
while she’s in earshot, and she just sits
there silently without saying a word. You
could tell them about the anger and love
that sits in your chest every time they tell
you that they’ll do better, that they’re
sorry, how much they care about you and
want you to feel included, that you’re
their best friend and they love you.
You didn’t. They stayed by your
side. It was worth it.
——
Aileen and Kassie posted a photo
together, at Jason’s birthday party,
that same night. The next morning you
slammed your backpack on the floor next
to them. “What the hell was that?” you
demanded.
The two of them looked at you
like you had grown a second head.
“What?”
“You guys blew me off for a party
I wasn’t even invited to? What is your
problem? You do this all the time.”
Aileen bristled. “Are you serious?
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It wasn’t even my party.”
“Yeah, but you still ditched me.”
“Guys...” Kassie tried to interject.
“No, seriously,” Aileen said. “It
was my boyfriend’s birthday. I don’t
control who he invites, and I’m not going
to force him into bringing people into
his house. He probably didn’t invite you
because he knows you don’t like him.”
“He knows? That’s bullshit and
you know it. I’m nothing but nice to him.”
“Yeah, like you are now?”
Aileen shot up from her seat. “I know you
need therapy or whatever, but God, not
everything is an attack on you. He doesn’t
need to invite people who are mean to
him.”
You felt like you had been
slapped in the face. You stepped away
from their desk. Your throat felt like it was
cramping up. “I don’t care about his
party. I care about why you’re lying to me
about it.”
Aileen shook her head.
“Whatever. I’m so over this. Come talk
to me when you aren’t acting crazy. I’m
going to the bathroom.” She stormed off
before you could get another word in.
Kassie looked at you with disappointment
in her eyes, and went to follow her. You
stood alone in the classroom, staring at
the empty seats in front of you.
You apologized later. How could
you not, when you were in the wrong?
She accepted but she didn’t look you in
the eye afterwards.
——
Kassie and Aileen applied to two of the
same schools, out of eight. You applied
to none of theirs. As much as you loved
them, you needed a clean break. The
day of your eighteenth birthday, you all
decided to open them together.
“It’s okay if we don’t get into
some of these schools,” Kassie said.
“What’s meant to be will be, right?” You
and Aileen nodded. “And before we go
on,” she continued. “We have a surprise
for you!”
You blinked at her, before
realizing she was talking to you. “For
me?” you repeated. “Duh. We worked
on it together.” Aileen reached into her
bag and pulled out a neatly wrapped
rectangle and handed it to you.
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Your mouth fell open in surprise
and you felt a smile creep its way onto
your face. You ripped open the paper,
revealing the wooden frame inside. Its
sides had been painted gold, with neat,
swirling lines surrounding the inside. The
top part of it reflected a withered daffodil,
surrounded by tiny hearts. The details
on the frame were small and delicate;
it had to have taken hours. There was
a light perfume on it, and the photo
trapped inside the frame was a recent
photo—smiling, holding onto each other,
and laughing into the camera. A time
where the three of you were all together,
genuinely happy and holding onto each
other.
“Read the back of the photo,”
Kassie said. “Later, I mean. To remind
you when you’re feeling upset. Happy
birthday, love.” Embarrassingly, you feel
your eyes well up. “Right. Thanks, you
guys. I love you too.”
They reach in and give you a
hug. The tension bled right out of your
shoulders. This was how friendship was
supposed to feel: comforting, warm, and
secure. This is what your friendship was.
This was what it meant to have a group of
people who had your back. It was so, so
warm.
“Okay, okay,” Aileen said.
“Enough of the sappy stuff. Are we going
to find out our futures or what?”
——
They got into the same school: Cal Poly.
A week later, they came up to you and
claimed they had individually decided
that they were going to go. It was a
happy surprise. They didn’t tell the other
about it. But they screamed and cried
over the phone.
You quietly inform them that
you’re going out of state. The east coast,
you say. Aileen gives you a pitiful smile
while Kassie pats you on the shoulder.
“It’s okay. You don’t have to get into the
same school as us to still be our friend.”
“It doesn’t matter where you go.” You
frown. “I wanted to go there.”
“Of course you did!” They let out
an awkward giggle. “Why wouldn’t you?”
——
There’s a knock on your door.
“Are you about done here?”

Mom’s head pops around the corner.
“Oh, jeez - what happened here?”
You look back down at the
broken glass. Your thumb was beginning
to bleed, seeping on the photograph.
“Sorry. I dropped some stuff. I’ll clean it up
now.”
“Don’t do that now,” she huffs.
“Come on, I’ll get a broom. Don’t touch
that glass, I don’t want you hurting
yourself.” You don’t reply. Your throat
hurts, and there’s something wet on your
check. You wipe with your bloody thumb,
and you can feel another tear leak
from the corner of your eye. You can’t
remember the last time you cried.
When Mom walks back into the room,
she pauses. “Is that Aileen and Kassie?”
she asked. “I remember when you got
that photo. You were so happy that you
started crying. Where are those girls,
anyway? They haven’t come around
since graduation.”
“Probably just busy,” you
lie. You know they’re on a road trip,
now. Probably with Aileen’s boyfriend.
Probably with another friend. It was
Kassie’s birthday, soon. You and Aileen
had planned the road trip together, just
a few months earlier. A trip to Northern
California, just the three of you, taking
off down the road. “We’ll take my car,”
Aileen had said. “I’ll let you know when
we finalize the date.” Strangely enough,
your text inbox remained empty. You
didn’t bother to text her. She wasn’t going
to answer anyway.
“Well, I’m sure they have a
reason,” Mom says. She kisses your cheek,
her thumb wiping away the tear track.
“Come out when you’re ready, okay?”
You nod, and she makes quick
work of the glass. When she leaves, you
glance back down at the photo again.
There’s a bead of blood that leaked
onto the back of the white photograph.
It seeps into the words, partially staining
it. You flip it back over and gaze into the
photograph. You were young, sad, and
afraid, with no one else around you.
You still are.
We love you.

You crumble up the photo
into your fist. You watch as it falls to the
ground, wrinkled and limp. For the first
time in a long time, you felt nothing when
you gazed at their faces. Happy and
smiling, looking at yourself. At each other.
For now, you took satisfaction
of crushing it beneath your heel. The thin
photo tore across your faces, severing
them from their bodies and rendering
them, making the photo unrecognizable.
For the first time, you felt nothing when
you looked at it.
Perhaps that would change
within the next week, when you cried
and sobbed at the thought of being by
yourself, traveling across the country with
no one by your side. They were always
going to have that effect on you, you
suspected, where the hurt and anger
clawed its way back up and forced you
to retreat into that same dark corner you
had lived in most of your life. Afraid, bitter,
angry, and just so fucking sad.
Perhaps loneliness wouldn’t be so bad,
after all.

NOTHING WRONG
by Sophie Fundim
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MEMENTO VOLUCRES
by Jane Tucker
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what a funny word
by Kim Tsuyuki
Power.
“Pow” rolls off my tongue
like one of those old comic action noises
and the “er” sounds like it’s growling at me.
It sounds angry.
Like I’m not feeding it enough control,
I’m starving it of oppression,
and wringing out the way it makes me feel small.
But every now and then,
Imposter comes along
and then I’m stuck glaring into my bathroom mirror
at the unrecognizable woman
who feels wrong in her own body,
who feels like she betrayed the Japanese half of her
because she never learned to speak the language,
who feels out of place in the country she grew up in.
I glare back
at the familiar woman
and wonder
if there will ever be a day
we will feel at home.
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red and blue
by Mercedes Brookins
maybe my favorite color is purple
because my dad was always red
and my mom was always blue
my dad was burning eyes
and bloodstained shirts
an active volcano constantly
on the verge of another explosion
my mom was misty eyes
and bruised skin
a cumulus cloud never afraid
to rain in front of you
my favorite color is purple and
maybe i will always be this
a mix of red and blue
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We Belong

Silence is No Longer an Option
For a New Generation of Asian Americans

by Lhaga Dingpontsawa
In the middle of the bustling streets of
downtown Palo Alto, there is a grassy
area in front of City Hall. It is outfitted
with park benches, and adorned with
carefully placed metal figures. The stoic
figures watch over those who choose to
wander the grounds but on most days,
the lawn is empty with the exception
of some office employees taking their
sweet green salads to-go. On this day
in early May, though, there is a group
of people standing around a speaker,
tears flow down some of their faces,
which show a range of emotions: angry
and sad, frustrated and hopeless,
hopeful and strong.
Though most of the people
here don’t know each other, their
familiar dark hair, round faces, and
low-set oval eyes provide a sense of
familiarity and the gathering doesn’t
feel like a gathering of strangers.
Students, none of whom appear to
be over the age of 15, are wearing
matching volunteer tees, and tossing
out yellow whistles to anyone who
grabs one. The choice to make the
whistles yellow is a reminder of the
discrimination Asian Americans have
had to face. A color that was once
used to diminish them is now being
used as an apparatus used to draw
attention and make noise, to refuse to
be silent.
For many years, the silence
in the face of longstanding racism
against the Asian community has
been deafening, but while the racism
is nothing new — Asian communities
have long tolerated insidious micro-
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aggressions — the concentration and
aggression, culminating in the Atlanta
mass shootings, has changed the
narrative. Silence is no longer an option.
—

California State Treasurer Fiona Ma speaks
out at Palo Alto ‘8by8’ protest.
(Photo by Author)

At the protest, a woman in a pink coat
steps up onto the black park bench,
her sunglasses are perched on the end

of her nose and her voice cracks as
she begins to speak. “I worried for my
parents — my father, who is here today,
I worry for their safety,” California State
Treasurer, Fiona Ma, says as she opens
up about the fear she has about her
parents living alone in the Bay Area.
This fear is one echoed by so
many people, and for good reason.
Fueled by the former presidents’ racist
rhetoric and misinformation about the
pandemic, has created a rise in hatecrimes in the Asian community.
—
The pandemic itself shut down the
country for periods and forced people
into isolation and uncertainty, creating
a sense of fear and frustration among
the general public. People feared the
unknown of this virus and used that
fear to blame who they thought were
responsible for this fear.
Although his disastrous track
record in handling the pandemic
speaks for itself, Trump didn’t miss the
opportunity to deflect blame onto
the Asian community by purposefully
misnaming the pandemic the “Chinese
virus” or “Kung Flu.” And while some
people laughed, others were being
brutally attacked and killed.
The San Francisco Bay
Area, home to one of the densest
concentrations of Asian Americans
in the country, quickly became the
epicenter of a pandemic of hate that
ran parallel to Covid-19.
Security cam footage surfaced
of an older Asian man, who was
later identified as 84-year old Vicha
Ratanapakde, being pushed to the
ground so intensely that a couple
days later he passed away from brain
damage.
While these attacks on the
Asian community are devastating, they
are not rarities during these times.
According to an article by
nbcbayarea.com, there has been
a 140-percent surge in hate crimes
against the Asian American community
in the San Francisco area. Then, an
unbelievably violent mass shooting took
place in Atlanta. Six of the eight victims
were Asian women, but Atlanta police

and federal officials have been hesitant
to point the finger at racial motivation:
“And while the motive remains still
under investigation at the moment, it
does not appear that the motive was
racially motivated” says FBI director,
Christopher Wray.
—

Palo Alto students at the ‘8by8’ protest.
(Photo by Author)

Standing alongside her peers, a Palo
Alto Senior high school student, Hollie,
grips tightly a white sign reading,
“Protect Asian Lives.” Hollie’s slicked
back ponytail rests across her green
hoodie and in her other hand she holds
her bubble tea. She nods her head
along to the other protestors who have
stepped onto a bench to speak., each
with their own anecdote of a time they
faced some sort of hate. It’s a story all
too familiar.
When I ask Hollie if she had
any examples, or times where she felt
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discriminated against for being Asian,
she pauses and asks: “You said just one
example?”

“The hate crimes just remind me
that we’re constantly alienated
and we will never be seen as
‘Americans.’”
She recounts multiple times this
past year she has seen and felt racist
actions against her community but
one time in particular stands out. “My
friend and I were downtown and we
walked past a mother and her child.
The mother blocked her baby’s face
with her hand even when both of us
were wearing masks, turned away from
us and crossed the street,” she says. “It
felt villainizing in a deliberate way, and
made me feel unwelcome in my own
hometown.”
—
Although there is no question of the
history of hate crimes against Asian
American in the U.S., this was something
different altogether — something more
malicious than the socioeconomic
barriers of the “bamboo ceiling” or
discriminatory jokes. The Covid-19
pandemic is charged — it incites
feelings of anger, frustration, sadness
and above all it has affected every
single person in this country. So many
people have felt this loss on a different
level: loss of family, friends, time, jobs
and the building anger and frustration
is spilling over onto the Asian-American
community.

“Back then there were no rallies,
no whistles, just silence.”
For many Asian Americans,
the fear of discrimination has become
generational and traumatic. Others,
many of whom are residents within
upscale cities like Palo Alto, have
been somewhat inoculated from the
endemic racism. Castilleja High School
senior, Sela discusses how she has felt
being an Asian American in the Bay
Area. “It feels weird because where we
live, I don’t feel like Asian Americans
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are a minority, but the hate crimes
just remind me that we’re constantly
alienated and we will never be seen as
‘Americans,’” she says.
She scrolls through her phone,
pulling up notifications for other “Stop
Asian Hate” protests happening in
neighboring cities. She plans to go to
many of these and is not as worried
about the potential repercussions
she could face. However, to her
parents, this bravery is easily mistaken
for naivety, ignorance, and flat out
stupidity. She is warned to avoid San
Francisco’s Chinatown, a favorite
weekend destination, out of fear of
being singled out.
—
This country has a shameful and racist
history against Asian Americans, one
instance being the Chinese Massacre
of 1871. A group of non-Asian
Angelenos shot and killed 19 Chinese
locals. “One by one, more victims
were hauled from their hiding places,
kicked, beaten, stabbed, shot and
tortured by their captors. Some were
dragged through the streets with ropes
around their necks and hanged from
a wooden awning over a sidewalk,
a covered wagon or the crossbeam
of a corral gate. Finally, 15 corpses —
including those of a 14-year-old boy
and the Chinese community’s only
physician, Chee Long Tong — dangled
in the City of the Angels.”
The anti-Asian culture was
too clear to ignore and it was further
pushed by the Chinese Exclusion Act
of 1882, which restricted immigration
into the United States out of fear of the
possibility of Chinese workers taking jobs
away from Californians.
During the early 1980s,
competition arose from the Japanese
auto-industry, which was beginning
to hurt American car manufacturers.
Many people were laid off, including
two Chrysler employees, Ronald
Ebans and Michael Nitz. Vincent
Chin, a Chinese-American man, was
bludgeoned to death by Ebans and
Nitz, and the two men were convicted
of manslaughter. They served three
years of probation and paid a $3,000

fine. According to NBC news, Judge
Charles Kaufman stated, “These
weren’t the kind of men you send to
jail.”

Protesters walking down University Avenue
at the ‘8by8’ march.
(Photo by Author)

Exclusion against Asians
became a cornerstone of the Trump
administration. In 2017, former President
Trump signed an executive order
blocking people from seven countries
(that are predominantly Muslim) from
entering the country for 90 days and
completely prohibiting the entry of
Syrian refugees for 120 days.
This idea of generational trauma is
prominent in any community that has
undergone different forms of racism for
many years and Palo Alto city council
member Greg Tanaka recognizes
this within the Asian community. The
biggest change, though, has been
the response. “Back then there were
no rallies, no whistles, just silence,” says
Greg Tanaka.

—
Within the Asian community, there
is an internal struggle, a constant
fight between two generations. One
immigrated here many years ago,
aware that they may never call
America home, and it coexists with
newer generations who are ready to
stand up for themselves, unwilling to
take any sort of racism as the price of
admission. Unlike their parents, they
will not sit silently and let this happen
without creating noise and pushing
back.
A new generation stepping up
and choosing to respond differently
than the one that came before them
can be seen in rallies like this one. “We
are not your model minority,” can be
heard rising from the group and ringing
through the common area outside of
City Hall.
—
As Texas state representative Gene Wu
(D-Houston) told the Wall Street Journal,
this comes from an older generation
believing that success will come from
“staying under the radar.” He goes on
to say that the Covid-19 pandemic
has forced many Asian Americans to
understand that keeping your head
down and just doing what needs to
be done to get by will not result in
protection from racism. A concept that
was created during the Civil Rights Era,
being a “model minority” was a way
to halt racial justice movements from
being successful because it created a
false sense of privilege.
It’s a message that resonates.
As I leave the event, I look down at my
wrist and the yellow whistle is jumping
about. I turn it to its side and it reads,
“WE BELONG.”
—
Admiring the dissipating crowd, I see
young students snapping photos of their
hand-made signs, groups of parents
hugging their children and toddlers
whose futures are being guided away
from the risks of a repeating history. The
crowd buzzes with energy, empowering
each other.
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SILENCED
by Sage Amdahl
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SILENCED - 3
by Sage Amdahl
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Downward Ever
by Daniel Wolf

Photo by River Danner

“And besides, we lovers fear everything.”
- Ovid, Metamorphoses
The days still are lost to me. Now having been gone

el-Arak knife for which I drew from my breast and

for months, I still find myself drifting back to where

stabbed into my heart. My letter’s crest was waxed

I was before. My life thus far has been Proustian in

from my waters, meant for giving life to you. On this

memory, yet I know for all intents and purposes the

island, I stand below ivory towers atop cliff sides.

hold Mnemosyne has on my mind. Laying back

Staring back at the horizon’s end, I am waved in

with toes pointed high and arms outstretched

a vacuum of fatalistic calm. One day, perhaps

behind my head; I sigh in relief. I am washed

I will be found eaten by seabirds and painted in

ashore, carried by a paper boat without a bottom.

phosphorescence. I run through the sand across

I will fly to the moon in it. I have lost track of how

the western seaside and yell into the endless

long it has been. There is salt in my ears and stones

air. My cries are blocked by wave-crash. I paint

in my stomach. My chest is full of water and I can

the cliffs in seaweed, my clothes hang from tree

feel the ebbing waves within my heart. This thing,

branches, and the lighthouse calls to me. If I look at

my heart, is but a flawed relic. In every heartbeat,

its signal, I fear I’ll turn to salt. The desire of looking

an overused parchment flips over, stained by

pricks my chest and I hide within caves to stop it. I

coffee and strained by readers. Overtime, the

feel this forsaken aerial, for which within this cave,

spine begins to crumble and crack, angled and

the blood trickles from my ventricles and out of

barely straight. The pages bear witness, barely

every pore. My mouth is dry and I hunger and thirst

held by twine, and already some chapters have

for you. I’ve drunk most of my life’s waters and now

vanished.

the tap drips bare.
They have washed away and I rest on

a bed of sand humming poetry. Here there is a

I awake to find the scrolls of Forster, Aciman, and

lighthouse, its rays are a golden ratio, and I am

Aurelius. They were translated by Isherwood. Such

reminded of the letters I used to send you. They

papyrus was half-full, solipsistic, and queer, so I burn

were sacrificial, dear friend. They were the Gebel

its contents on the cliff of Golgotha. My heart beats
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ink while lavender petals bloom from my palms. I

steam: from growing closely intimate after a bout

rub my chest, the skin flies with the air, now as sand.

of quiet, to his light touch of my cheek and I to His,

My ribs are iron, yet I tear them apart. Within my

the room became the tangible birthplace of what

womb there is an eye with tendrils, its farthest right

was fated to be—Love and their sister—Passion.

spurts nectar which pours down my stomach and

We lay dormant from the rest of the world except

covers my legs. All I can hear is you, my friend. I

for quiet bird songs and chatter we cared nothing

cry lying under fields of Narcissus, with eyes closed,

about. I wanted it to stay this way forever. Staring

and all I can hear are your murmurs.

at the ceiling, my toes pointed up and my heart

“Come back. Come back. The shore,

rate was finally slowing down. I rubbed his hand

the shore. The light of night and the drums of war.

and pecked his lips, giggling, soon growing quiet

Always dreaming. Dreaming. Dreaaaaamming.

when I notice his eyes focusing on my chest. My

Always. Wanting. Dreeeeaaaaaammmminggg.

scar.
“What happened?” He points to my

Alwayyssss…dreeeaamming. Do you dream of
me? We lay together, embraced forever. You

chest, his finger trailing down and stopping a few

cannot fight this. We sleep together in the deep,

inches below the end of my pecs.

like a bridegroom. We are buried within autumnal

“I was 15. 16? I don’t remember how old I was.

fallout, our bodies painted in the brickwork. We

Surgery to replace the right ventricle’s valve after

follow in the layers of Hell and skate on Lake

my balloon dilation broke. 50? 60? 70? It might’ve

Cocytus. We fragment in the stars between and

been 80% of my ‘fluid’s’, blood I think, was

the light they cast. I am those blue skies for which

enlarging my right ventricle and my entire heart.”

red lories flap thrice shrouded by golden light—you
are the sphere of disassociation. I will feel this way

“Why?”

forever. Three men sleep clawing beneath your
tendon and bone, haunting you always. We float

“Congenital heart disease—born with it. I had a

ethereal, even on such a beautiful morning, in the

99% death rate. I think I even coded, but I wouldn’t

end, you will be afraid.

be the one to remember that.” I chuckle, it wasn’t

In the end, we will be afraid. Your liquid

funny, it just was uncomfortable. The terror of the

light dries cold as you lay limp within my breast.

possibility—of not actually being here, forces my

Death will come cloaked and bring you within the

spine to tighten.

valley, a-roaming, until you will be carried back

He probably notices this, I’m sure of it,

to his arms. You will live in architectural decay,

as his eyes crease while he rubs my scar—softly.

covered in moss, while you love with open-arms

He doesn’t want to rip me apart, not like he didn’t

to the men of this world, and the rain and his

moments before in the same bed we now share.

smooth face will indulge you. You will be knee-

Melancholy quietly danced around the room, I

deep in bone and mud, struck only by the bayonet

feared the mood was murdered, which makes

of nostalgia…when a man thinks of the past,

my heart slowly begin to race. The room and all

he becomes kinder, yet feelings unspoken are

its contents blip from existence and I am pulled

unforgettable.”

backward through all my senses. I barely hear his
words of empathy, or was it comfort—the world
was smothered mute. I dissolve away from being, in

We were entwined with each other, still breathing

every sense and understanding, and am churned

heavily. We let go and rest beside one-another,

away in the puddle of current existence.

now on soaked sheets. The kettle had burst with

It was only until I was drawn back into
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the present, of Him and his kindness, that the room

The gravity of it all. The precipice was closer now

felt normal again. Those eyes make me melt and

and all I saw was the horizon, downward ever. The

he makes me quiver. We lay closer now, with me

world began to spin, swirling ever faster, the heat

nuzzling his cheek and then his chest—unscathed,

death at my doorstep—but without heat—was just

untouched, and unscarred. I begin humming the

unavoidable frost. I had never felt such feelings,

notes of Chopin’s Nocturne B. 49 and he looks

my senses at this moment died in a most abrupt

down at me, with those blue eyes and soft blonde

pause—this pause felt stretched as if pulled apart.

locks, and listens to me. I curl into his chest, with my

Time was the bane of it all—merely I was just taffy.

head on his right breast, and hear his heartbeat—

The world was a temple, its physicality was religious,

normal in rhythm. My humming subsides, I focus

and I sit alone in a single pew as it burns aflame

only on the sound of his breathing and of his

from the inside-out.
The force of my enlarged heart doubled

heartbeats.
I’m partly jealous of those beats, mine
always in a rush, running on three legs and always

by the strength of the earth’s pull felt as if I was
soon squished inward, soon to be flattened.
When surgery came, I sweated with

carrying a heavy burden upon their shoulders. His
chest pushes me up with each breath, like the

terror, my emotions fled in overdrive—it was only

waves of an ocean beneath my boat of a body.

before the moment I went under, did I tumble off

It is here where I am reminded of my own breath,

the cliff.

and I gaze down at my ever-moving chest.
I touch my scar. It is a soft mixture of

Downward ever.

pinkish scarlet, trailed with hollowed craters. I am
always reminded of what this line means to me. I
am reminded whenever I see my pale reflection.

The moments where I was forced unconscious

Whether I look down at myself or not, I can feel my

were the most confusing times and the most

flesh twist and turn ready to tear. When the blade

terrifying times that I can recall thus far in my

of a razor touches my scar, the frailty of my flesh

minute life. My final senses were like when you fly

glimpses into my thoughts. Unconsciously or not, I

down at top speeds on a roller coaster, the instant

fear what will happen if it starts to open. Sometimes

flash of wind in your face, and right when you

when it is someone new, like a friend or a romantic

begin to go down the curve, you’re struck with

interest, who sees a glimpse of my chest they start

that momentary breath going up. That momentary

asking questions—first with curiosity and ending in

breath was a gasp into speechlessness. It was my

morbid empathy after knowing the context. Not all

exit into the cosmos, now floating as lava lamp

the time, but sometimes, the reaction afterwards

bubbles, in the spaceless air without air nor space.

ends in awkward silence.

This was the apotheosis and my isolated entrance

The silence feels eternal. This queer

in the enigma I call death.
I did not know when they did it but I had

indent brings a flow of memories—of what led to
this. I am brought back to the pain of breathing

a feeling I could sense it—when they disconnected

all-the-while barely able to move without

my heart and killed me momentarily. It was like

sharpness in my ribs. This was the constant among

taking out batteries, momentarily, until replacing it

many variables—this pain, the ache, the slight

with new ones. I am a lamp without large changes

embarrassment, the sympathy—the pressure.

in structure except for some dents. I am a lamp
without new bulbs. Nonetheless a lamp but now—

Gravity.
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brighter.

The room was empty and without light. I

surgery felt endless within the cosmic nether realm.

felt cradled without the weight of a surface to hold

The death itself, even if it was an authentic death

me; be it a bed, the dirt, or a lover. I was cradled

or not, was the best and worst experience of my

in warmth that was without feeling. Despite my

life. It was an illusion, a foretide of inevitable Fates

blindness, I saw darkness. Despite my deafness, I

guiding me as it does us all. It was a warning, a

heard silence. Despite my lack of touch, all I felt

message, or perhaps, a propaganda of what my

was warmth—so calming and grotesque.

mind desired of me to endure. It was an open-

Time gets longer, not wider. I was in

door to the game of life, the final card to draw,

the realm away from my own, whatever it was. It

always ending in loss. Despite this constant fear,

could have been a dream. It might have been

I live with strength and gratefulness from such a

a true momentary death. Whatever or wherever

reorientation.

it was, occasionally became torment and is
unexplainable.
I would awaken years later—after
Sodom fell to sin, Yuletide brought silenced

Time gets longer, not wider. I was
in the realm away from my own,
whatever it was.
The rehabilitation was a slow hell to

gunfire, and brains boiled in the Texan sun, but
years before the world lay unknowing to a mortal

bear. I am thankful for how it went; it could have

sickness. That warmth and silence only snuffed the

been much worse. The time when my ribs and

joy of being alive. It makes one fear the sensations

chest were healing themselves were awful. I

they had before. Despite my survival of death

could barely move, speak, sneeze, or even cough

twice-over, nigh, as many times over than one

without a dagger being thrusted inside of me. It

could count—my panic only grew exponentially.

was a long number of months, slowly getting back

As much as I beat it, I sometimes fear my death will

to how it was before my surgery—only this time the

come from this disease. Life gifted me this birthright

aching weight was lifted and I was free from this

for which my life was molded by. It might only end

encasement. What solidified this freedom were

the same.

two moments. The first was my cardiologist’s words
Despite this fear which lays caressing my

which still reverb in my memory.
“You can do pretty much anything. Just

mind and cuts deep within this scar, I lay grateful
for it. It was years of not knowing the gravity of

know your limits. But you’re good and healthy. Your

my situation, of how my heart would soon burst

murmur is still there, faint as usual, and your heart

or probably already did without even feeling

flows normally again. Your right ventricle is back to

it. Perhaps it happened and the feeling was so

normal size, thanks to that artificial valve of yours.

miniscule that it was shrugged off. The time it

Be thankful to the pig who graciously donated it.”

took from knowing it burst and that I had to have

The second was an instantaneous decision to bike

surgery to the actual surgery itself felt endless. Time

ride across town for nine miles on my own—a man

became even slower by the weight on my chest,

reborn.

the loss of breath, and the sharp stabbings in my

The surgery is done, my body is whole

body. I had been told of the momentary death

again, and those experiences were therapeutic, in

that has to happen for a successful surgery.

a most twisted way.

Every day, from the end of the

My fingers trail away from my chest and

consultation to the dragging hours until the actual

those memories drift away, not too far to be totally

surgery began, my fear of dying was like the strings

forgotten, but far enough to be reminders of how

of a puppet—always lurking, waiting to snap. The

far I’ve come. I move my hand over to rub my
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partner’s hair, feeling his softness as we rest for a

dull while my fear exhilarates upward ever. These

moment longer. My blanket lay haphazardly over

moments of pure loneliness are encompassed in a

my chest and over his stomach. I feel his breath

bottle and I am pressured to drown in it. The world

slowly flowing from his lips and nostrils against my

sizzles away instantaneously, like the greyness of

hair. I am blanketed in his warmth. I breathe onto

a television screen. I hear a silence like no other. I

his stomach, my head still on his chest. I want to kiss

am the same. I am another. I have no mouth and I

him again. The lights were dim and I gaze up back

must scream.

into his eyes, trailing to his sweet lips. The silence

The room around me slurries away,

between us speaks louder than the sand sinking in

leaving these fears for another day, as once more

an hourglass. We were not silent before, now we

I breathe again and only hear my heart murmur to

grew tired. Love had whipped Passion into shape,

me. My friend until the end.

having them run laps around our hearts. Even
between body and soul, us solipsists melted and
melded, for one heavy moment as a single man.

There is no use in talking. My solipsism might not

Tomorrow this feeling might disperse. He

matter to you—nor to I. This confession means

leaves and I stay, perhaps never to see each other

nothing. Fear lies in endless burrows within my

again. Our faces may become opaque shells,

paper soul. I will throw burnt matches onto it, so

unfamiliar, without habituation. His breathing lowers

when I carry my heart in my hands and walk the

as he deepened into slumber, his breath is in synch

dark streets, I will know what I did. I beat the odds:

with his heart and sounds almost blue. For now, as

99 to 1. My soma is in flames and it fills me with

I begin to drift, I know of my survival against the

vigor. I can feel my feet against the concrete and

impossible. As a newborn I cried in Death’s ear,

grains of sand fly against my ankles. For this one

annoying him to grow distant. Years later, Death

moment, like the next, even if I stray into blizzards,

came at my doorstep and outstretched his hand.

I will be reminded of the beacon beneath my

He placed it upon my chest and curled his fingers

mutilated sinew. It will point my way in flashes

down between my pecs, softly—not wanting to

of three. I will breathe again beneath gravity’s

rip me open. When the time comes, will he too

rainbow—anew.

lay with me? My thoughts begin to gather by their
watering hole, curled over and lapping, until full of
drink.
In thirty years, I might do this all over
again. It will cycle once more. Maybe twice. I will
fear again and again. When the day comes where
I lay outstretched to weirded ways unimaginable
now. Pigs in masks will bury their snouts into my
ribs and eat my heart. I will lay nude to the world,
curled as a babe, floating in the starless void and
hugged empty by no-one. I will lay there waiting in
the dawning epoch, where light reaches nothing
and begins from nothing. Fear does not exist there.
It only begins before the world grows cold by
fallout. It grows louder as the liquor swims up my
veins. The sharpness of my senses soon begins to
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I am not afraid.

MITCH MCTURTLE
by Sage Amdahl
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Mirrors
by Angélica Escobar
when i look in the mirror
my ancestors look back;
faces of women i will never meet appear
my face reflects all these women;
as i grow older
i look more and more like them every day
it’s heartwarming to see the beauty;
to see these features
i once hated growing up as a child
be the things i love most;
attributes that deemed me ugly
that were mocked, made fun of in school;
dark chocolate ringlets bitter in taste
bushy plants on face;
skin the color of the earth and sun
come from all of these women
so, how would they feel?
if they heard me saying i wasn’t pretty
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SILENCED - 2
by Sage Amdahl
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CANDY SUN
by Keidan Chavez
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POINTING
by Sophie Fundim
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Bridging the
Alienation Gap
A small college looks for ways
to make stronger connections.

by Shelby Silva
It’s 4:45 a.m. and Samantha Ceballos,
whose hazel eyes are baggy with
fatigue, grudgingly leaves her warm
bed for the predawn cold. After she
brushes her teeth and eats a small
breakfast, Ceballos starts the engine
of her white Jeep Renegade for her
10-minute drive to Whittier College
where soccer practice starts at 5:30
a.m. twice a week. Once, while
Ceballos was driving to practice one
time, her eyelids felt heavy and she
accidentally ran a red light while a cop
car was behind her. Luckily, she was not
pulled over, but it certainly served as an
adrenaline rush that jolted her awake
better than any cup of coffee could.
Ceballos, who is 5’8 and has
silver braces, usually dresses in a hoodie
and sweats, but she ends up taking
them off as soon as practice begins.
Sometimes, she sleeps in her practice
clothes the night before to save time
in the morning. She says one of her
teammates does the same. After
enduring the long warm ups, drills,
and scrimmages that feel like a full
game, Ceballos is drenched in sweat.
Following practice, at around 8 a.m.,
she runs up the hill from the practice
field towards the locker room and
heads straight to her 8:30 a.m. class.
Ceballos’s hectic morning
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hustle is an aspect of her school life
that defines her experience at Whittier
College, but the burdens faced by
commuter students attending this small,
private, liberal-arts college are of a
nature that some of her classmates and
even some of her professors might not
fully understand. Yet, commuters make
up half of Whittier College’s student
body, and they have specific needs
and concerns that make it difficult to
have the college experience they work
hard to obtain.

In addition, more spirit and support
can strengthen the community,
enhance the college experience,
and bring students closer to one
another.
Being an athlete as well as a commuter
has only increased the number of
challenges Ceballos faces everyday.
One of those challenges is finally
arriving on campus in the midst of
a pandemic after spending her first
year of college online. “Re-entering
a competitive soccer environment
after a year of no activity proved to
be of great difficulty,” says Ceballos.
Readjusting to a packed schedule
and managing school work took a toll
on her both physically and mentally,

manifesting on both the field and
classroom.
On the days that she would
wake up at 4:45 a.m., Ceballos would
not leave until 6 p.m. following a later
training session. On other days, she
would not leave until about 10 p.m. due
to her night training. Samantha and her
teammate groaned in unison as they
recalled their grueling practice sessions
and packed schedules everyday. As
a commuter during her long days, she
would often stay at school waiting for
classes or practice.
The experiences of student
athletes in college have always
been described as taxing and timeconsuming, but it is even more so as
a commuter. Among student athletes
or commuters in general, there are
students who live in multi-generational
homes, are first-generation students,
and work multiple jobs. As a result,
students who find themselves struggling
in silence have all the more reason to
want a support system behind them.
For student athletes, some of
that support may mean school spirit
and support from their fellow Poets
during their games, which can make
all the difference by motivating and
cheering them on. Not only can this
be rewarding for student athletes, but
it can also strengthen the community,
enhance the college experience, and
bring students closer to one another.
But Ceballos observed that Whittier
College lacks this school spirit. “It would
be fantastic to see more support at
our games,” she says, “but I am still
appreciative of the fans that come out,
especially the rowdy Whittier athletes
who make their support known.”
Ceballos thinks it’s important
for a small school to work harder to
promote an experience that boosts

morale. “To amp the school spirit and
promote a culture of enthusiasm,
Whittier should promote and host more
events that draw in a crowd. Being a
small campus, more liveliness is needed
to fill the spaces, which I believe
the Office of Student Engagement
may help lead. Something should be
occurring almost weekly.”
Commuters are not the only
ones who have trouble connecting
with the school. Take first-year resident
student from Brazil, Fred Gomes, who
went from a celebrity figure in his home
country to a relatively isolated student
in a foreign and new environment.
The difficult journey that eventually led
him to be able to attend a school in
the United States caused him to gain
national exposure and recognition in
Brazil.
“I didn’t even have one
dollar, but I knew I wanted to go to
the U.S.A., so I tried hard and applied
for foundations and programs that
would help me get my wish,” Gomes
explains. His studying of English and the
SATs paid off as he got accepted to
nine American universities. The good
news was shared through the Brazilian
newspapers, and Gomes was able to
get a sponsor. His exposure was so vast
it allowed him to talk to the former
president of Brazil, Luiz Inácio Lula da
Silva.
Shortly after choosing Whittier
College, he had specific expectations
of what living and pursuing an
educational career in a small college
in Los Angeles would be like, most of
which came from television. Munching
on a favorite junk-food snack of Fritos,
Gomes comments on the culture
shock he experienced. “People in
Brazil are very outgoing and open.
They like to share their hardships of
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everyday life, which would create a
sense of community.” Whittier College,
on the other hand, isn’t like that for
the moment. Gomes would like to see
the college have a more open and
welcoming community. Additionally,
he mentioned that more fun activities
on and off campus would be good for
his self-esteem. Despite having a small
campus with a student population
of less than 1,700 students at a small,
private college, Whittier College seems
to be lacking a tight-knit community.
“I’m sad because the school,
the experience until now and the
situation at Whittier College has made
me more quiet and reserved,” Gomes
says, a gloomy look in his eyes. It hurts
him because he’s a naturally outgoing
person, but because of the fear of
being invasive, he has started to put
his head down. His expectations of
engaging with students were not
the reality, and it has affected him
academically and mentally.

“It’s been really difficult not living
on campus. I personally feel the
disconnect, but I am very fortunate
to be involved in what I am
involved in and that has helped
me.”
After taking the last sip of
his Capri Sun, his dimples emerged
while he flashes a smile and admits
with a sigh of relief, “I feel so much
better saying all of this and getting
it off my chest, because I felt like all
these feelings were just building up
and I finally got to tell someone. I
want people who hear or read this to
change this because it is not just about
me. I am talking about all the students
who experience and feel the same
thing but they don’t speak about it.”
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After hearing some of
these feelings of disconnection and
alienation on the part of Whittier
College students, Samantha
Maldonado, from the Associated
Students of Whittier College Senate
and Christine Hernandez, the Interim
Associate Dean of Students, offered
suggestions and advice to the student
body.
Maldonado wants to make
sure the voices of the students are
heard. “To hear that some students
don’t feel like they have a place is
hard,” she admits. She shares that the
senate will be working to address the
concerns of the students during spring
semester and is able to meet with
anyone who wants to voice further
concerns.
The other committee that
Maldonado is involved with is Campus
Relations, and she emphasizes how
they will continue to put on events such
as club rush in order for students to find
their communities. She even mentions
an open position on the senate for
nontraditional students to get involved
in. “I just want the school to know
that we will always be here no matter
what,” Maldonado says. “We are going
to continue to support them, fund the
clubs, and fulfill the promise and oath
we took as senators.”
Along with being the second-year
student representative on senate,
Maldonado helps run the Student
Feedback Committee and works as
a campus ambassador in the Office
of Admissions. Even with all that, she
understands from experience the
difficulties of engaging with the school
experience when you don’t dorm.
“It’s been really difficult not
living on campus. I personally feel the

disconnect, but I am very fortunate
to be involved in what I am involved
in and that has helped me,” she says.
She adds that even going to one
event or one club can be a rewarding
experience, as it is a way to meet
people and build a network. Additional
resources Maldonado finds useful is
checking @wctherock on Instagram
and checking the Poet Update emails
that inform students of events that are
scheduled for the week.

“A lot of us are looking for human
connection to make new friends.
What’s unique here and what
unites us in this space is that you
don’t need to be identical, but you
can find connections and you can
find people that you can learn from
or be in a community with. That
can be really powerful and really
empowering.”
Christine Hernandez, the
Interim Associate Dean of Students
gently pushes back on the narrative
that the school lacks spirit. Despite
the appearance that there is no life
on campus, events still happen and
simply just occur in different spaces,
sometimes due to COVID-19 protocols.
Not only that, attendance rates have
been successful such as the Día de
los Muertos event having over 400
attendees. As evidence of school spirit,
she points to her green sweater with
white snowflakes, an outfit suited not
just for the season, but for an event
happening the day we spoke.
According to Hernandez, the
Division of Student Life hosted 43 inperson, online, and hybrid programs
for students during the first six weeks
of the semester. And between August
24 – October 1 there were 133 events
posted on Engage. “In some of these

events, students would just come and
leave, but in other events students
would stay up to an hour which was
great.”
As for student athletes who
want to see more student-body
support, Hernandez suggests that
students reach out to an office and
ask to work together. By working with
either Student Engagement or the Poet
Student Athlete Leadership Academy,
one could set up a rewards point
system that would encourage students
to attend games.
The disconnect that students
are feeling is partly due to the lack of
communication between students and
the school, but in order for change to
happen, there must first be discussions
that allow students and leaders to
work together to improve the college
experience. Hernandez suggests some
steps students can take to narrow
the gaps, such as getting out of their
comfort zones and simply reaching out
to people. Students have to take the
first step.
Hernandez offers some final
words of encouragement. “Something
to keep in mind is that you’re not
alone. A lot of us are looking for human
connection to make new friends.
What’s unique here and what unites
us in this space is that you don’t need
to be identical, but you can find
connections and you can find people
that you can learn from or be in a
community with. That can be really
powerful and really empowering.
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SPOTLIGHT
by River Danner
102

When the Hour Strikes
by Samuel Magadan
Why do you all listen to him so?
Towering old coot, your king, ticking away.
Every seven shouts mark the start of your dull day.
And Good Lord!
Did he, too, have a clock telling him what to do?
This towering fool has no soul.
No heart, no mind, no tongue to speak.
And yet he controls you, how weak.
I think not.
I’ll excuse myself from this dull, dull place.
For I have a soul, and an errant heart that loves.
A mind that ponders, oh how I’ll miss your embrace.
Forgive me my love, for it is not you that warms me now.
But only the beating of my heart,
Displaces the blood that breaks our vow.
My mind ponders what will be beyond this dull, dull place.
Even now this fool looks down upon me,
You poor thing, what a disgrace.
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LIGHT AND DARK
by River Danner
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The Fall
by Louis Ascencio

What if the greatest catastrophe comes
from thinking you’ve met your soulmate?
I think I was deceived by the blissful highs of the days we spent
together.
It was beautiful, for the time it lasted.
You couldn’t deny the connection we had.
The precious time we spent together,
the memories that we made.
You set me on fire darling, it was my most devastating mistake.
There’s a saying that goes along the lines of
“If you play with fire, you’re gonna get burned”
Here I sit, writing this, thinking about
the endless possibilities if it weren’t for unfortunate circumstances.
Don’t play with fire, unless you’re willing to get burned.
I guess I was.
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LAGUNA POOLS
by Franklin Gonzalez
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UH OH
by Jane Tucker
108
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Apparitions of Self
by Emily Henderson

INT. A BARREN HALLWAY - DAY
We see a bleak, gray door at the far end of the hallway.

Nothing adorns the walls of

said hallway. We approach, and just before we reach it, the door opens. We walk in.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
A mattress with no frame and dark blue sheets is near the wall closest to the door. On
the bed is a hard-working and melancholy biology student. VICTORIA HENDRIX (20) is fast
asleep. Even though there is nothing that indicates joy in this bedroom, we sense that
sleep is the only time she can truly feel a sense of bliss.
Suddenly, Victoria’s alarm clock blares. The time reads 11:30

a.m. We see a hand reach

from under the covers and slam it off. Victoria snuggles back into the bed. We look at
the clock again, and fast forward to the next time the clock goes
Victoria grunts in annoyance, then flings
Victoria turns

the other way in bed. We shift over and see the clock fast

more to 1:30 p.m., where it goes off for the
turns off the

off, at 12:30 p.m.

her arm to shut off the alarm clock once more.
forward once

final time. Victoria grunts in anger, and

clock.
VICTORIA
(mumbling)
Stupid alarm...

We see Victoria’s socked feet step onto the ground. We follow

her steps as she goes to

her bathroom across the hall.
INT. BATHROOM - DAY
Victoria’s medicine cabinet is open, as she gets her
closes the cabinet,

toothbrush and toothpaste out. She

revealing that she is in a child’s ghost costume typically

for Halloween, with the eyes being made out of black
startled by this. She brushes

made

mesh, and no mouth. She is not

her teeth by hovering over where her mouth should be.

Miraculously, nothing gets on the sheet. She puts back the
She takes one look at herself; she

toiletries in the cabinet.

sighs heavily, shakes her head, and departs.

INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - DAY
We see Victoria, still wearing the ghost costume, eating
table. The dining set is

Cheerios cereal at the dining

covered in textbooks, papers, and binders. And yet Victoria is

incredibly alone. There is one other chair at the end of the table, and it is empty. She
stares blankly at it.
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VICTORIA
(to herself)
Ok what’s today, what’s today...
Today... today is Tuesday. Tuesday I
have bio and the lab... okay... from
when to when... around two thirty to
five... okay.. what time is it now?
She checks the clock on the microwave. It glares back at her,
deeply. She quickly moves out of her

saying 2:00. She sighs

seat, and drops her bowl and spoon in the already

full sink.
CUT TO: The fridge, which has two photos on it, hung up

individually by magnets.

One photo is of Victoria with a group of friends whose faces
not because they are scratched out
Only

seem to be blurred out,

or edited, but because they are being forgotten.

Victoria’s face is in focus. The other photo is of Victoria’s

parents. Their

faces are blurred as well.
She goes toward the front entryway and puts on her slip-on shoes. She grabs her blue
backpack, helmet, and keys; turns

off the light; and walks out the door.

EXT. OUTSIDE FRONT DOOR - DAY
VICTORIA locks the door of her apartment, puts on the helmet
over to the bike rack. She unlocks her
gloomy. So

and backpack, and goes

blue bicycle, and mounts the vehicle. The sky is

is she.
VICTORIA
Ok. Go time.

She rides off.
EXT. A NEIGHBORHOOD TREE LINED STREET - DAY
VICTORIA winds down the street, listening to the dull humdrum

of a Tuesday morning. She

stares ahead with a blank expression. There are no cars around, and no one to see her.
She likes it this way. She’s still in the ghost costume.
CUT TO: We are behind Victoria. Ahead of her, we see a large, looming building coming
up. The building is boxy in shape,
gray

and covered in a cream-colored plaster. There is a

sidewalk with some students walking on it and a large

iron sign in front of the

driveway that reads THE UNIVERSITY.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY - DAY
Victoria heads over to the bike rack, and locks it up. She takes off her helmet and looks
up at the cast iron sign.
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VICTORIA
(to herself)
Another day.
She sighs deeply.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY INNER CAMPUS - DAY
She glides to class, keeping her head down. Faces of other
makes her way to the front door of
about to

students pass by her. She

the building that houses her biology lecture. She is

open the door when somebody interrupts her.
WOMAN (O.S.)
Victoria! Hey!

A bubbly chemistry student SARAH ALEXANDER (21) speed walks toward Victoria. She doesn’t
notice the ghost costume. Victoria barely acknowledges her.
SARAH
How are you girlie? Did you finish the
worksheet for bio today? Did you get
number five? Gosh, I didn’t understand
that one at all. It was about how sugar relates to DNA?
Victoria still stares down and shrugs her shoulders. She

reaches for the door and heads

inside. Sarah follows her.
INT. THE SCIENCE BUILDING OF THE UNIVERSITY - DAY
The two make their way down the hall to class.
SARAH
Yeah. I don’t know, I just feel that
I’m sometimes a small fish in a room
full of sharks, ya know? But hey it’s
just one worksheet! I can get through
this. We can get through this! And
maybe we can even, like, study
together? You still live in your same
apartment right?
CUT TO: We see Victoria head on. Sarah’s talking starts to muffle around her. The world
gets blurry around her, but

Victoria stays in focus. Victoria stares straight on.
SARAH
Hey? Victoria? You listening?

Victoria snaps out of it.
VICTORIA
Oh, sorry, sorry.
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SARAH
No big deal! I was just saying how
after school I need to get this paper
done for Professor Edward. His
assignments are so hard, for like, no
reason.
VICTORIA
Oh yeah...
The two pass the threshold of the classroom doorway.
INT. BIOLOGY LECTURE CLASS - DAY
Victoria takes a seat towards the back of the class. Sarah

sits down next to her.

PROFESSOR OF BIOLOGY
Okay, take your seats. We’re talking
about cell division today.
Victoria stares straight ahead, not taking in the lecture. Sarah takes out her notebook.
She glances at the empty space on Victoria’s desk, but thinks nothing of it.
The clock above the door says 2:30 p.m. It fast forwards,

moving its hands until it

says 5:00 p.m.
PROFESSOR OF BIOLOGY
Thank you for your hard work today. See
you all tomorrow.
Everyone files out of the class. Victoria grabs her things

quickly, and starts to leave.

SARAH
See ya later Victoria!
VICTORIA
Uh, yeah. Bye.
Victoria hurries back to her bike.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY - EVENING
We see Victoria head over to the racks, unlocking her bike.
helmet, and mounts the vehicle. She

She carefully puts on her

sets off.

INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - EVENING
CUT TO: Inside the apartment, Victoria opens the door.
She sets down her things and turns on the lights. She goes over to the kitchen and grabs
a bowl, spoon, milk and cereal.
CUT TO: Victoria eating her cereal, staring ahead.
Her phone buzzes next to her. We see it’s from Victoria’s

mother. It reads “Hello dear!

Hope you are doing well. I hope school is going great too! Dad and I know how much of a
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star student you are! Miss and love you!” Victoria glances at it and types, “doing great
mom! having lots of fun here! miss you and love you too!” She sets the phone down. She
scrubs a hand over her sheet-covered face. She puts the bowl and spoon in the overflowing
sink once again, and heads to the bathroom.
INT. BATHROOM - EVENING
Victoria grabs the toothpaste and toothbrush once again. She
She looks at herself (still in

brushes her teeth swiftly.

the ghost costume) in the mirror. She yawns.

INT. BEDROOM - EVENING
VICTORIA glides over to the bed.
VICTORIA
Finally. Bed.
She turns off the light, and collapses on the bed.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The next day rolls around. The alarm clock blares off again
off. It goes off again at 12:30
p.m.,

at 11:30 a.m. It gets shut

p.m. It gets shut off. It goes off a third time at 1:30

and gets shut off. Victoria groans in annoyance. She walks

over to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY
She brushes her teeth. She does so with exhaustion. She’s

still a ghost.

VICTORIA
God... please.
She puts her toothbrush and toothpaste back in the cabinet.
INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - DAY
She eats cereal alone again. She grabs her backpack, helmet, and keys again and steps
outside, locking the apartment door.
EXT. A NEIGHBORHOOD TREE LINED STREET - DAY
Victoria rides her bike. The sky seems darker than
going. The morning is

yesterday. She notices, but keeps on

misty. She arrives at the cast iron gate of the University.

EXT. THE UNIVERSITY - DAY
She parks her bike, and locks it. She is not as meticulous this time, but still puts in
some effort.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY INNER CAMPUS - DAY
She walks along, keeping her head down. Sarah sees her from
her hand. Sarah waves her hand.
SARAH
Victoria! Hey! Wait up!
Victoria stops. Sarah speed walks over.
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across the grass and waves

SARAH
(with enthusiasm)
Ready for class?
Victoria merely nods. Sarah furrows her brow, but keeps

talking.

SARAH
(with lesser enthusiasm, but still peppy)
Uh, yeah! I mean, I like this
professor a lot. He actually, like,
cares about his students.
Victoria just nods. She starts walking towards the doors of

the science building.

SARAH
Hey! Wait up!
Sarah follows after her.
INT. BIOLOGY LECTURE CLASS - DAY
The two enter the classroom, and sit on the same seats as
ahead, while Sarah gets ready for
talking about

yesterday. Victoria stares

the lecture. The professor walks in and starts

the lesson for the day in the background. Sarah notices, confused,

as Victoria has not brought out anything for the second day in a row. She hums in
confusion.
SARAH
(whispering)
Hey? You need any paper? Or a pencil?
I’ve got loads.
She shows a sparkly pink pencil case with about 30 mechanical
pencils of varying colors inside.
VICTORIA
(whispering)
Oh... uh, no i-it’s okay. Thank you
though.
Victoria goes back to staring ahead at the professor. Sarah

gives her a once-over, her

face ridden with concern. She goes back to taking notes.
CUT TO: The clock fast forwards once again from 2:30 p.m., to

5:00 p.m.

PROFESSOR OF BIOLOGY
Thank you again. Have a great day.
Students file out of the classroom. Victoria starts making her way out.
SARAH
Have a great day Victoria!
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Victoria looks behind her, and nods at Sarah.
EXT. A NEIGHBORHOOD TREE LINED STREET - EVENING
We see her quickly peddle back to her apartment.
INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - EVENING
We see Victoria do her nighttime routine. She gets a bowl and pours herself some cereal.
She eats it (once again) solemnly at her dining room table. She doesn’t even bother
putting it back in the sink. She just leaves it at the table. She glides slowly to the
bathroom.
INT. BATHROOM - EVENING
Victoria brushes her teeth slowly. She stares at herself in
look back at her with a dead

the mirror, black mesh eyes

expression. She puts the brush and paste away and quickly

leaves the bathroom.
INT. BEDROOM - EVENING
We see Victoria flop into her bed. Just as she is about to
phone buzzes next to her. She
“BIO

cuddle in for the night, her

picks it up. The bright light glares at her. It reads

320 PAPER RETURN: GRADE...” Victoria groans at the sight of

it. She throws her phone down on the bed away from her, and

pulls the comforter over

her. She falls asleep.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The alarm clock blares three times in succession, just as it did the past two mornings.
First at

11:30 a.m., then 12:30 p.m., then 1:30 p.m. A heavy sigh is heard from under

the comforter. Victoria gets up. She looks over at the bathroom,

and shakes her head.

She flops back down in bed, pulls the comforter over her head, and goes back to sleep.
CUT TO: Victoria is sleeping, but in a
out from

different position. We see Victoria’s hand coming

the lump, and grabbing the phone that is near her pillow. She answers the call

under the comforter. We see her sit straight up, still dressed as a ghost, and rush out
the bed.
VICTORIA
No, no, no, no, no.
As she is running out the door of her bedroom, we see the

alarm clock read 2:45 p.m.

INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - DAY
Victoria frantically runs around her apartment, grabbing all
items. She looks at the cereal bowl

of her necessary school

left out from last night.
VICTORIA

Nope. Nope. Not right now.
She quickly puts on her backpack, grabs her helmet and keys, and runs out the door.
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EXT. OUTSIDE FRONT DOOR - DAY
We see her hastily unlock her bike and mount it, speeding off toward the University.
EXT. A NEIGHBORHOOD TREE LINED STREET - DAY
Victoria is darting down the street. She is frantic in her

movements. Eventually, she

makes her way to the front gate.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY - DAY
Victoria parks her bike in the rack, without locking it. She

runs off to her class,

whilst trying to remove her helmet.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY INNER CAMPUS - DAY
She runs toward the lecture building. She checks the time on her phone. It reads 3:20
p.m.
INT. THE SCIENCE BUILDING OF THE UNIVERSITY - DAY
Victoria slows her speed in the hall of the lecture building,
classes. She walks at a brisk pace.
on the

to not disturb the other

She sees the door to her class. She places her hand

knob. Just as she is about to turn it, she breathes in and out deeply. She turns

the door knob.
INT. BIOLOGY LECTURE CLASS - DAY
Victoria walks in. We see some students give her a passing

glance, and go back to the

lecture. Victoria’s face becomes even more distraught. She rushes over to her seat, next
to Sarah.
SARAH
(whispering to VICTORIA)
Hey girlie. What happened?
VICTORIA
(whispering back)
Just...overslept. I’m tired.
SARAH
(whispering)
Oh, I feel you on that. These last
couple days have been rough, but I’ve
been telling myself that I’ll get
the weekend to relax, ya know?
VICTORIA
(whispering)
Yeah... relax...
Victoria rubs a hand across her face, and lays her head on

the desk. Sarah looks over

at her with concern. She keeps glancing back at the lecture and Victoria.
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CUT TO: The clock fast forwards to 5 p.m. again. Victoria moves swiftly to pack up her
things and head out the door.

Sarah does not even get a word before Victoria leaves.

Sarah is wrought with concern. She looks after Victoria thoughtfully, before nodding to
herself with excitement.
EXT. THE UNIVERSITY - EVENING
We see Victoria head over to the bike rack, only this time

her bike is not there.

Victoria starts frantically looking around for it.
VICTORIA
Oh, you have got to be kidding me.
Victoria whips her head back and forth, trying to look for her blue bike.
VICTORIA
Not today... not today...
As Victoria looks around, the sky above her turns a grizzly
looks up and notices this as well.
across her

shade of dark gray. She

She looks around one more time. She scrubs a hand

face, sighs, and walks home.

EXT. A NEIGHBORHOOD TREE LINED STREET - EVENING
Victoria walks with her head down all the way to her
water trickle down on her. It

apartment. She starts to feel

is starting to sprinkle.
VICTORIA
(mumbling)
Of course.

She picks up the pace and walks home.
INT. KITCHEN/DINING ROOM/LIVING ROOM - EVENING
We see the door open to the apartment. It is still sprinkling. VICTORIA walks in, and
places her backpack, keys, phone, and helmet down. She breathes deeply.
VICTORIA
God.
She rubs her felt eyes with the back of her hand. She then
apartment. Her eyes travel from the
table, to the

looks at the state of her

pile of work that is scattered across the dining

bowl that was left out from the night before. She looks at the photo of

her family and friends on the fridge. Now her face seems to be fuzzy as well. Her phone
buzzes next to her. She sees multiple notifications about grades coming in, and a

text

from her mom saying “How’s my star student today?” Victoria turns the phone over. She
slumps down onto the floor against the door. She starts crying. Then she’s sobbing. All
of the sudden, there is a knock on the door. Victoria gets up, and opens it.
CUT TO: Sarah head on. She’s holding two hot teas from Starbucks in her hands.
SARAH
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(with hesitation)
Hey Victoria. I uh.. I came by
because... well... you just seem off
these last couple days and like... I
don’t like seeing you that way, ya
know? So, are you doing okay? Oh! And
I brought tea!
Sarah holds up the two cups, a smile on her face.
CUT TO: We see Victoria head on. She is not in the ghost

costume anymore. She is

herself.
VICTORIA
I... I just...
Victoria starts sobbing. Her legs buckle, and she slowly

falls to the ground inside

the apartment. Sarah goes wide-eyed, and steps inside quickly and carefully, avoiding
Victoria. She sets the drinks aside, and closes the door. Sarah gets down on the ground
with Victoria. She holds on to her. Victoria grabs back.
SARAH
(whispering)
It’s okay, it’s okay, it’ll all be okay.
VICTORIA
(in between sobs)
I think... I think I need help...
SARAH
(whispering)
I know... I understand... I’m here...
CUT TO: The picture of Victoria with her friends. Instead of

her head being fuzzy as

well, it’s clear now.
FADE OUT. THE END.
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REST
by Sage Amdahl
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HANGING ON
by Jane Tucker
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10 EAST SUNSET
by Keidan Chavez
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Contributors
Keidan Chavez: I really enjoy watching movies, reading, and photography. I
am a graduating 4th year and I guess only time will tell where I end up from here.
I hope to travel on my own during the summer and I hope that I can enjoy my life
as much as I can.
Survival tip: Try and think of something fun but stupid and do it,
so you can have a funny story to tell later.
Kim Tsuyuki: Once opened a small pack of sour skittles, and they were almost
all green, and she thought to herself, maybe things aren’t all bad.
Survival tip: Breathe, drink some water, and take a minute or two.
I promise it’s not as bad as it seems.
Sage Amdahl: I am a second year History major at Whittier who dabbles in art
when I have the time and motivation.
Survival tip: Look at cute animals until you recover some semblance of
joy in your life and if that doesn’t work, splurge on some boba.

Liz Magana: A third-year English major with a minor in Theatre. I Like to write
about all the important and unimportant things in life. At least, when I am not
playing video games.
Survival tip: Cherish the ordinary, good moments in life.
Otherwise life will be boring and super sad.
Louis Ascencio: My two submissions are kind of about the struggles that our
generation faces today as they grow up in a society that is filled with love, filled
with emotions, confusion and so much more. We all have our own problems,
some people choose to not share them and keep themselves contained with
their thoughts and emotions.
Sophie Fundim: My name is Sophie and I am a sophomore. I struggle with
mental health issues so I am in a constant battle with burning out. I always feel
like there is more I could be doing but my mind and body can’t keep going.
Especially when I’m constantly staring at a screen and switching from tab to tab.
There is a very short list of things that can help take me out of the mindset, my
favorite one to make collages.
Survival tip: Know when to ask for help, know when to take a break, and
know when to stop.
Meylina Tran: I often think about the notion of legacy, both the legacy that is
passed down to you and the legacy that you pass down. How are we taking
what was given to us and making it into something better—or worse—for the
ensuing generations?
Survival tip: Always carry a water bottle with you. Preferably one with
a filter.

Contributors
Hailey Garcia: Art is everything to me.

Survival tip: Make art, listen to music loud, and do not give a fuck.

River Danner: I am the Executive Editor for the second straight year and I am

excited to show the community our work. When not editing or doing homework, I
spend my time on the baseball field or taking photos of nature.
Survival tip: You don’t need an army behind you, all you need is a solid
core of people and they can get you through anything.

Josue Alcalde: Poetry is one of my passions. I love spreading my culture to the
world and writing in Spanish.
Survival tip: Have a routine. Exercise at least three times a week, and
write down your goals.

Mercedes Brookins: I’m a fourth year student who has a desire for many

creative avenues, including photography, creative writing, and cinematography.
I recently published a poetry book called You Deserve a Happily Ever After on
Barnes and Nobles.
Survival tip: Take things at your own pace.

Ruby Arteaga: I am currently a junior in Whittier College. I am a Business

Administration major and have always lived in the Los Angeles area. One of my
favorite survival quotes from a business scholar, Leon C. Megginson said that, “It is
not the strongest of the species that survives, nor the most intelligent, but the one
most responsive to change.”
Survival tip: Always be open-minded and think out of the box.

Kristi Weyand: I am catching my breath.

Survival tip: You are your best advocate, trust yourself.

Dayquan Moeller: I am a writer who sometimes makes music when words fail.

Survival tip: Khakis match with everything, and don’t let anyone tell you
otherwise.

Chelo Ferschweiler: I am a third-year here at Whittier College, majoring in
Writing in Children’s Development, and Theatre Tech and Design. I am club
president of Cru at Whittier College. I enjoy writing, teaching, and working with
my hands which is why I decided to create my own major and theatre.
Survival tip: If a trail has a suggested amount of water, that should be
your MINIMUM amount to bring.
Juliette Signoret: says...

Survival tip: In general will always be to pack a portable charger; you
never know when you’ll need it but a phone or tablet inevitably dies.

Contributors
Jayson Smith: I’m a third-year sociology major. I’m from Los Angeles, CA and
after college I plan to work as an admissions counselor.
Survival tip: Just keep moving forward, even if it’s hard and scary.

Jose Toro: Coach, journalist, student, poet, and burrito folder are just some titles
most would describe Jose Toro. In actuality, the most accurate ones tend to be a
procrastinator, a shopaholic, and an unharmful narcissist at times.
Survival tip: Kill everything….
Alli Lou: I’m Allison Lou (AlliLou) and post rona season I’ve been chasing high
levels of stoke and enjoying all that live music provides.
Survival tip: You will never enjoy watching a crappy video you took of
your favorite song after a show more than the feeling of going to bed with sore
legs from losing your voice and/or shoe to dancing your pants off to said song.
The memory will provide instant serotonin and the video will just be proof you
cannot sing, trust.
Ariana Juarez: I am a senior English major and lover of all things fantasy.

A firm believer in thinking about writing counts as I write. I have also been a
writing mentee for the Latinx in Publishing Writer’s Mentorship Program. I will be
attending NYU in the Fall of 2022 to pursue a Masters in Publishing.
Survival tip: If you get into the driver’s seat of your car, and someone
holds you and knife or gunpoint in the car, crash into a nearby wall. You have
a better chance of surviving and escaping that than if you were to move to a
secondary location.

Jane Tucker: I’m a Junior at Whittier, majoring in Anthropology with a hopeful

future in Paleontology. In addition, I’m the head of the on-campus D&D club,
copy editor for the Quaker Campus, and beleaguered creative director of the
2022 Greenleaf Review.
Survival tip: Take it easy, and always give yourself time to relax!

Lhaga Dingpontsawa: I am a senior (almost a graduate!) at Whittier College.
I’ll be majoring in political science and minoring in public health. On campus, I
am part of Sustainability Club, Pi Sigma Alpha and I work for the Office of Student
Engagement.
Survival tip: Always be aware of your surroundings.
Daniel Wolf: My name is Daniel Wolf and I’m a 23-year-old poet. A few writers
I am inspired by are Vladimir Nabokov, Arseny Tarkovsky, Fyodor Dostoyevsky,
Oscar Wilde, Dante, and Marcel Proust.
Survival tip: Be mindful of the present moment.

Contributors
Angélica Escobar: I am currently an opinions editor for the Quaker Campus.

I enjoy writing about politics, art and culture. In my free time I dabble in writing
poetry.
Survival tip: When in doubt, google it.

Shelby Silva: I find peace in misty forests that smell like rain.
Survival tip: Wear sunscreen, and stay hydrated.

Samuel Magadan: I’m a third year English Major and a member of the football
team. I enjoy reading, writing and collecting vinyl records.
Survival tip: Find a spot under a shady tree, and breathe.

Franklin Gonzalez: Music is everything to me so in order to deal with stress and

pain one can stop to take a break. Things can be so stressful sometimes that we
forget to stop and breathe. Appreciate the moments of calmness and surround
yourself with beauty.
Survival tip: Listen to music and stop to appreciate the little things in life.

Emily Henderson: I am a second year at Whittier College studying English

Creative Writing and minoring in Film Studies! I also work for the Quaker Campus
as one of the News Editors, and in my free time I watch way too much television.
Survival tip: Always try to talk to someone if you’re not doing okay,
because bottling pain in yourself only makes the situation worse.

The Greenleaf Review is edited and published
by Whittier College students to reflect the wide
variety of voices and experiences comprising
our dynamic community.
We hope this unwavering representation of
our generation can help guide us through
the challenging times and contribute to the
experiences of openness, inclusion, leadership,
and community that is Whittier at its best.
This is our Gen Z Survival Guide — We hope you
learned something useful!

